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TH  E 


Largest     Hotel    in   the    British    Empire 


ROYAL  YORK 


TOR  O  NTO 


M 


ORE  than  1000  rooms  with  bath  .  .  an  architectural  triumph  .  .  standing  28  storeys  high, 
opposite  the  Union  Station  and  overlooking  lovely  Lake  Ontario  .  .  an  ideal  hotel  for 
the  vacationist,  business  man  or  woman,  convention  delegate  and  permanent  guest. 


Large  and  luxurious  public  rooms 
.  .  numerous  smart  shops  .  .  a  bank. 


a  ballroom.     Every  facility  for  private  entertaining 


Special  facilities  for  conventions  .  .  the  whole  second  floor  set  aside  .  .  banquet-hall, 
ballroom,  and  concert  hall  with  great  Casavant  organ  and  deep  stage  .  .  convention-seating 
4070,  or  banquet -seating  2720. 


SUBWAY 

CONNECTION  WITH 

UNION  STATION 


A    CANADIAN    PACIFIC     HOTEL 


RESERVATIONS  NOW  BOOKING 


Goblin 


New  York,  London,  Paris  .  .  .  sym- 
bols of  everything  amusing,  bizarre, 
hysteric  I  Moths  by  the  thousand  are 
drawn  to  them  from  afar,  to  be  singed 
of  their  bank-rolls  and  peace  of  mind. 
When  at  last  they  stumble  away,  what 
have  they  really  done?  Seen  half  a 
dozen  sltozvs  at  $5  a  ticket.  Spent  sev- 
eral dull  dawns  at  the  better-known 
and  more  stupid  night  clubs.  Lived 
too  expensively  at  a  middle-class  ho- 
tel. Eaten  30  mediocre  dinners.  With 
luck,  met  a  few  minor  celebrities. 
Spent  perhaps  $2,500  for  one  month's 
incomplete  entree  into  only  one  of 
the  gay  capitals  of  the  world.  They  go 
home  wondering  how  they  have  missed 
so  much  of  the  advertised  glamour. 
How  pathetic  I  How  extravagant  I 
How  much  better  to  spend  $1  for 
five  months'  intimacy  with  every- 
thing really  amusing  in  all  three 
capitals  .  .  .  under  the  expert  guidance 
of    Vanity    Fair! 


VANITY  FAIR 

meet  the  wits  of  the  world  in  its  pages 


DO  you  like  to  meet  clever  people 
|  mounted  on  a  brisk  Pegasus?  To 
know  what  they  are  doing,  saying, 
thinking?  To  be  acquainted  with  their  latest 
achievements  in  literature,  art,  music,  drama? 
To  see  their  latest  photographs?  To  hear  their 
latest  bon  mots?  In  short,  to  be  au  courant  of 
all  the  delightful  gossip  of  the  studios,  clubs, 
dinner  tables  in  New  York,  London,  Paris? 
That  is  what  you  get  in  Vanity  Fair. 
In  its  pages  you  meet  the  brilliant  minds  of 
a  dozen  countries  .  .  .  Chesterton,  Huxley, 
Mackenzie,  Golding,  in  England .  . .  Morand, 
Gide,  Benito,  Lepape,  in  France . . .  Schnitzler, 
Meier-Graefe,  in  Germany  .  .  .  Molnar,  in 


Hungary  . . .  Covarrubias,  in  Mexico  . . .  and  a 
host  of  contemporary  Americans  who  are  in- 
ternational figures  in  the  world  of  the  arts. 

Citizens  of  the  world  know  their  Vanity 
Fair  as  the  most  convenient  and  amusing  re- 
sume of  intellectual  and  artistic  news  pub- 
lished. Its  photographs  and  illustrations  are 
famous  for  their  artistry.  Its  articles  on  golf 
and  bridge  for  their  authority.  Its  reviews  and 
criticism  for  their  sparkling  satire.  John  Rid- 
dell  alone  is  worth  twice  the  money  to  any 
man  majoring  in  English. 

Just  sign  your  name  to  the  coupon  .  . .  scrib- 
ble off  a  check  for  $  1  . .  .  and  you're  all  set  for 
the  college  year. 


RALPH  BARTON         MAX   BEERBOHM        EDOUARD  BENITO       HEYWOOD  BROUN       JOHN  DOS  PAS- 
SOS       COREY  FORD       BRUNO  FRANK       GILBERT  GABRIEL       PERCY  HAMMOND       "BOBBY"  JONES 

CONTRIBUTORS     Rockwell  rent      georges  lepape      Walter  lippmann     compton  Mackenzie     frans 

MASEREEL       GEORGE  JEAN    NATHAN       DOROTHY  PARKER       HENRY  RALEIGH      EDOUARD  STEI- 
CHEN  DEEMS    TAYLOR       JIM   TULLY       ALEXANDER  WOOLLCOTT 

Vanity  Fair,  Graybar  Buildinc,  New  York  City 

□  Enclosed  And  $1    for  which    send   me    FIVE    ISSUES  of  Vanity  Fair   beginning 

□  Enclosed  find  24.00  for  ONE   YEAR    (12  issues)  of  Vanity  Fair. 


Save  75  cents  ivith  this  Coupon 

Bought  singly,  5  copies  at  35c  each  cost 
$1.75  .  .  .  through  this  Special  Offer  you 
get  them  for  $1   ...   a   saving  of  75c 


Street 
City  .... 


ESSEX 


GOBLII 


TH  E  CHALLENGER. 


J-  U/ID£  RAA/Gt  of^  (beauty  and  Utility  (feodij  9y[ie± 


Among  76  Advanced 
Features 

4  Hydraulic  shock  absorbers 
New  type  double  action  4-wheel  brakes 
uniformly  effectve  in  all  weather 
Above  70  miles  an  hour — 60  all  day  long 
Getaway  unexcelled  by  any  car 
Starter,  and   electric  gauge  for  fuel 
and  oil  on  dash 

Weatherproof  doors,  rattle  proof  win- 
dows, silent  body  construction 
Greater  operation  economy 
Adjustable  seats,  front  and  rear 
Radiator  shutters  for  heat  control 
All  bright  parts  chromium  plated 
Patented  Super-Six  advantages  elim- 
inating vibration. 


Kssex  has  won  its  remarkable  acceptance  at  the  hands 
of  women,  because  of  beauty  and  style  of  course,  but 
also  from  its  intensely  practical  utility  as  a  big, 
roomy,  6-cylinder  family  car  of  unrivaled  economy. 
An  examination  of  its  76  advanced  features  reveals  at 
once  why  Essex  excepts  no  car  in  its  challenge.  For 
point  after  point  in  fine  car  construction,  performance 
and  detail,  brings  you  directly  to  costliest  cars  to  find 
comparison. 

It  is  the  finest,  largest,  roomiest,  most  brilliantly  per- 
forming Essex  ever  built,  and  the  price  the  lowest  for 
which  Essex  ever  sold — but  little  above  the  lowest 
priced  cars  on  the  market. 

That  is  why  the  acceptance  of  Essex  the  Challenger 
is  the  talk  of  motordom.  That  is  why  the  largest 
production  schedule  ever  planned  for  Essex  has  had 
to  be  increased,  again  and  again. 


840 


AND  UP 


/.  o.  b.  Windsor,  taxes  extra 

Standard  Equipment  In- 
cludes: 4  hydraulic  shock 
absorbers — electric  gas  and 
oil  gauge — radiator  shutters 

saddle  tamps — windshield 
wiper — rear  view  mirror — 
electrolock — controls  on 
steering  wheel — starter  on 
dash — all  bright  parts  chro- 
mium-plated. 


A   CYNIC  who  does  not    approve 
of    modern     styles    reports    his 
participation  in  the  Easter  parade 
as  "taking  in  the  frights." 


AN  English  domestic  is  reported 
to  have  occupied  no  less  than 
seventeen  positions  in  all  parts  of 
Canada  in  less  than  two  years. 
Which  is  probably  a  record  cook's 
tour. 


'"THE    Liberal    press     announces 
that    the     Quebec     Conservative 
party  is  split.     Thanhs  for  the  ad. 


J^  YOUNG  RUSSIAN  is  reported 
to  be  worn  and  wrinkled  and 
with  snow-white  hair  as  a  result  of 
being  forced  to  spend  eight  years  of 
his  life  in  a  pit.  He  is  rumoured  to 
have  received  many  cables  of  sym- 
pathy from  dramatic  critics. 


J\JEW  YORK  taxi  drivers  are 
said  to  be  substituting  gasoline 
for  bootleg  liquor.  To  one  who  has 
observed  them,  the  reverse  statement 
would  seem  more  plausible. 
*        *        * 

£  PEAKING  of  testimonials,  We 
hear  that  the  Orval  Shaw  fiasco 
is  really  a  publicity  stunt,  and  that 
when  he  finally  comes  out  he  Will 
endorse  a  vanishing  cream. 

THOMAS   ELEVEN. 


•GOSH!     BUT  PARTS  IS  HIGHl 


cute  you.  Of  course,  some  p«_-. 
hold  out  for  hanging,  but  I  really 
think  electrocution  is  wisest — in 
this  instance.  I've  been  doing  it 
for  three  years  and  I've  never  had 
a  single  complaint. 

"Now  you  just  sit  down  here  and 
relax.  What?  Hurt  you?  Why 
you  don't  feel  the  slightest  bit  of 
pain  the  modern  way.  Novocaine? 
No,  I  really  wouldn't  recommend  it 
in  this  case.  That's  it,  just  relax 
while  I  adjust  these  straps.  Ooop! 
1  had  that  one  just  a  wee  bit  tight 
for  you,  didn't  I?  Ha.  Ha!  There. 
That's   splendid.      Now   lean   back 


a  coupie  01  notcnes.  1  here.  That's 
better.  Here.  Take  a  look  in  the 
mirror.  Yes,  it  is  interesting,  isn't 
it?  All  right,  now,  all  ready.  This 
won't  hurt  a  bit.     Steady " 

—  PARKE  CUMMINGS. 

Observation  on  Bridge 

I  am  convinced  that  those  who  say 

In  accents  strong  and  wilful, 

"I'd     really     rather     watch      than 

play." 
Are  very  seldom  skillful. 

RONALDO. 


"DO  YOU  MEAN  TO  SAY  YOU  HAVE  THE  NERVE  TO  GET  ME  UP  AT   SIX   O'CLOCK 
IN  THE  MORNING  TO  BEG  ME  FOR  BREAKFAST?" 

THE  TRAMP:  "WHAT  ELSE  COULD  I   DO  SIR?     MY  TRAIN  LEAVES  AT  SEVEN." 


,    ,-j  ,  .caves  scars  for  life 
On  your  youth  and  strength  and 
beauty; 
Surgeon,  there's  the  fatal  knife — 
Do  your  duty! 

—  NORMAN    R.   JAFFRAY. 


There's  a  Time  for  Every- 
thing 

THE  four  of  them  were  on  a  good 

bender    at    the    Woozie    Club, 

Mazie  and  Moll,  and  their  escorts. 

"Say,  Mazie,"  exclaimed  Moll,  "I 
had  a  good  day  to-day.  Sneaked  a 
string  of  pearls  out  of  Sock's  store." 

"Yeah?"  said  Mazie.  "Well,  I 
didn't  do  so  bad  myself.  Picked  up 
a  fur  neckpiece  at  Tracy's  when 
nobody  was  looking." 

"I  got  a  coat  there  last  night. 
Cleaned  up  five  hundred  on  it." 

"Uh,  huh?  Well,  I  got  away 
with  a  dozen  pairs  of  stockings  at 
Earl  and  Baylor's  the  day  before 
yesterday." 

"How  about  dancing  for  a 
while?"  interrupted  one  of  their 
escorts. 

"Yeah,  in  a  few  minutes,"  ans" 
wered  Moll.  "Say,  Mazie,  you 
oughta  see  the  swell  lace  scarf  I 
grabbed  off  at  Newmandale's!  It 
was  a  pip." 

"Maybe,  but  I'll  bet  it  didn't 
have  a  thing  on  the  dress  I  sneaked 
out  of  there  last  week.  Say,  they 
sure  are  easy  there,  aren't  they?" 

"Uh,  huh!  Only  not  any  easier 
than  McBarr's.  You  could  get 
away  with  a  set  of  dining-room 
furniture  at  that  place." 

"Ain't  it  the  truth.      I   stole—" 

"Enough  is  enough!"  broke  in 
Mike  the  Dip.  "We  guys  came 
here  for  a  good  time.  Pour  your- 
selves out  a  good  drink  of  scotch, 
come  on  out  on  the  floor  and  dance, 
and  for  the  love  of  Pete,  quit  talk- 
ing shop-lifting!" 

—  PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


Sir  Herbert 

IR  Herbert  Holt  is  the 
richest  man  in  Can- 
ada, which  gives  him 
more     satisfaction 
|^"~|    than   pleasure. 

His  second  name  is 
Samuel,  which  probably  suits  him 
better  than  Herbert.  Nobody,  how- 
ever, calls  him  either  Herb  or  Sam. 

He  is  often  at  his  office  at  eight- 
thirty  in  the  morning  and  works 
fourteen  hours  a  day  because  he 
has  nothing  else  to  do. 

He  never  takes  chances  but  is 
very  glad  that  others  do. 

He  thinks  Mr.  Harry  Gundy,  of 
Toronto,  is  a  promising  young  man, 
but  is  not  yet  sure  about  Mr.  E.  R. 
Wood,  who  is  also  in  the  financial 
business  in  Toronto. 

He  was  born  in  Dublin  but  has 
no  sense  of  humor.  His  disposition 
however,  is  Irish  in  certain  other 
respects. 

Whenever  he  hears  that  some 
people  say  Mr.  Aldred,  of  New 
York,  is  his  boss,  he  becomes  very 
angry.  Another  thing  that  makes 
him  angry  is  Mr.  Frank  P.  Jones. 

He  is  a  director  of  something 
like  one  hundred  and  thirty-five 
different  companies  but  is  still 
nervous  about  presiding  at  a 
directors'  meeting  and  gets  it  over 
as  quickly  as  possible. 

He  does  not  believe  in  charity 
and  has  little  faith  in  hope. 

He  is  a  large  man,  over  six  feet 
tall,  with  a  straight  back,  a  square 
jaw  and  a  stiff  mouth. 

He  used  to  have  a  lovely  flowing 
moustache  but  now  has  none  at  all 
which  is  a  little  unfortunate. 

He  is  quite  nice  to  newspaper 
reporters  and  photographers  as 
long  as  they  don't  come  anywhere 
near  him. 

His  office  is  at  107  Craig  Street 
West,  Montreal,  which  is  the 
Montreal  Light,  Heat  and  Power 
Company.  He  has  another  presi- 
dent's office  in  the  new  Royal  Bank 
building  on  St.  James  Street,  but, 
after  these  many  months,  the  price 
tags  still  dangle  from  the  swell 
mahogany  furniture. 

His  quality  of  mercy  is  a  little 
strained. 

J-jE.  has  lived  in    Canada  now  for 
fifty-three  years    and  is  begin- 
ning to  like  the  country  quite  well. 


He  agrees  with  Barnum  and 
thinks  it  fortunate  that  this  is  true. 

He  believes  that  most  tired  busi- 
ness men  get  tired  not  because  of 
business  but  because  of  what  they 
do  afterwards. 

He  says  that  he  has  been  a  Con- 
servative all  his  life  but  he  really 
understands  nothing  about  politics 
except  how  to  manage  cabinet  min- 
isters, some  of  whom  he  finds  have 
no  sense  at  all. 

He  is  seventy-two  years  old. 

When  he  goes  abroad  he  is  more 
genial  in  disposition  than  he  is  at 
home,  but  he  does  not  travel  a 
great  deal. 

He  does  not  like  holidays,  break- 
fast, apologies,  R.  O.  Sweezey, 
barbers,  people  who  don't  do  what 
they're  told,  newspapers,  Toronto, 
people  who  try  to  be  funny,  the 
Y.M.C.A.,  committees,  charity 
drive  canvassers  and  people  who 
write  things  about  him. 

He  is  supposed  never  to  miss  a 
directors'  meeting  but  sometimes 
does. 

He  is  incapable  of  understanding 
a  man  like  Senator  MacDougald, 
and  does  not  try. 

UlS  fortune  is  variously  estim- 
ated at  between  one  hundred 
and  two  hundred  million  dollars, 
but  you  would  never  guess  it  by 
the  hat  he  sometimes  wears.  He 
wears  it  squarely  on  the  middle  of 
his  head. 

He  is  regarded  by  Lord  Beaver- 
brook  as  being  more  important  to 
Canada  than  Mr.  Baldwin  is  to 
England,  which  is  a  compliment  he 
has  not  yet  returned. 

He  has  a  lot  of  money  in  the 
movie  business  and  once  heard 
that  there  is  a  man  named  Chap- 
lain who  is  supposed  to  be  funny. 
He  thinks  Fairbanks  is  the  name 
of  an  engineering  concern. 

For  exercise  he  walks  a  great 
deal  and  usually  by  himself.  He 
also  goes  out  sometimes  to  play 
golf,  but  this  is  unsuccessful  as  he 
usually  becomes  involved  in  dis- 
agreement regarding  the  number 
of  strokes  he  has  taken, 

On  summer  evenings  he  likes  to 
walk  out  to  Westmount  and  watch 
the  men  at  the  lawn  bowling  club. 

His  other  amusement  is  bridge, 
which  he  plays  at  the  Mount  Royal 
Club.  He  does  not  play  very  well 
but  his  game  is  not  without  inter- 


est. On  one  occasion  it  ended  by 
his  punching  one  of  the  gentlemen 
on  the  jaw,  which  greatly  distressed 
the  members. 

He  likes  to  carry  a  walking  stick 
and  has  been  known  to  make  prac- 
tical use  of  it. 

He  has  not  much  use  for  liquor 
or  tobacco  but  prefers  them  to 
speeches  and  banquets. 

More  people  are  afraid  of  him 
than  of  any  other  man  in  Canada. 

1-lE  lives  in  a  house  on  Stanley 
Street,  which  is  nearly  down- 
town in  Montreal,  and  he  does  not 
understand  why  people  want  to  go 
away  in  the  summer. 

He  hardly  expects  now  ever  to 
be  president  of  the  Canadian 
Pacific  Railway. 

He  has  not  read  Schoppenhauer's 
essay  on  women,  but  would  agree 
with  the  views  it  expresses  if  he 
had  time. 

It  is  a  belief  in  Montreal  that  if 
displeased  in  his  office  he  is  apt  to 
throw  an  inkwell  at  the  object  of 
his  displeasure. 

He  wears  the  same  sort  of  clothes 
all  the  time  but  does  not  know  it. 

He  will  send  a  representative  by 
train  across  the  country  to  give  his 
views  verbally  rather  than  write  a 
letter. 

The  only  form  of  art  in  which  he 
has  become  involved  is  .  architec- 
ture and  he  has  a  conception  of 
this  which  is  now  well-known  in 
Montreal. 

— R.  T.  L. 


WHEN  a  young  woman  call- 
ed at  the  home  of  Mrs. 
James  Glenning,  on  a 
quiet  residential  street  of  a  city  in 
Western  Canada  one  summer  after- 
noon, shortly  before  two  o'clock, 
Mrs.  Glenning  noticed  that  the 
caller  looked  ill.  The  girl  was  a 
house-to-house  canvasser  for  a  firm 
manufacturing  silk  stockings.  Mrs. 
Glenning  had  no  need  for  more  silk 
stockings  at  the  time  but  she  asked 
the  young  woman  if  there  was  any- 
thing the  matter. 

"I'm  desperately  sick,"  the  girl 
admitted.  Then  she  collapsed. 
Within  a  few  minutes  she  was  dead. 

The  first  assumption  was  that 
she  had  succumbed  to  heart  failure, 
but  a  coroner's  physician  who 
examined  the  body  shortly  after- 
ward, made  the  startling  discovery 
that  death  was  due  to  poisoning. 
The  poison  had  been  administered, 
he  said,  within  ten  minutes  of  the 
girl's  death.  It  had  not  been  swal- 
lowed. Close  examination  of  the 
body  revealed  the  presence  of  a 
minute  mark  upon  the  ball  of  the 
right  thumb,  similar  to  a  bee-sting 
or  pinprick. 

The  circumstances  of  the  case 
warranted  police  investigation  and 
Inspector  Merton  of  Headquarters 
at  once  took  charge  of  the  inquiry. 
He  at  once  assigned  detectives  to 
make  a  systematic  check-up  of  the 
houses  along  the  street.  No  poison 
had   been   discovered   in    the   girl's 
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The  Clue  of  the  Thumb 

By  Leslie  McFarlane 

Coblin  Readers  may  play  detective  in  this  fascinating  crime  problem. 
Guess  the  solution  and  then  find  the  true  solution  on  page  36. 


clothing,  nor  did  the  police  find  any 
method  of  administration.  They 
learned,  from  the  firm  employing 
her,  that  she  was  a  girl  of  good 
character,  in  moderate  circum- 
stances, and  that  she  had  been 
acting  as  canvasser  for  them  for  the 
past  month.  There  was  no  ap- 
parent reason  for  suicide  and  this 
theory  was  discounted. 

While  visiting  the  houses  on  the 
street,  one  of  the  detectives  saw  a 
man  approaching  one  of  the  resi- 
dences near  the  Glenning  home. 
This  man  seemed  familiar  to  him 
so  the  detective  accosted  the  fellow, 
who  promptly  fled.  He  was  over- 
taken after  a  short  chase  and  was 
identified  as  "Halifax  Hal,"  a 
notorious  confidence  man,  black- 
mailer, swindler  and  crook,  who 
had  just  been  released  from  peni- 
tentiary a  month  previous,  after 
serving  a  five-year  term. 

This  man  was  arrested  in  front 
of  the  home  of  Ambrose  Waite,  a 
prominent  business  man  of  the  city. 
Mr.  Waite's  home  was  three  doors 
from  the  Glenning  residence,  the 
two  intervening  houses  being  occu- 
pied by  an  inventor  named 
Schwartz  and  a  widow  named 
Poison,  respectively.  The  Waite 
home,  however,  was  closed  for  the 
summer,  Mrs.  Waite  and  the  chil- 
dren being  away  on  vacation.  Mr. 
Waite  was  staying  at  a  downtown 
hotel  in  the  meantime. 

"Halifax  Hal,"  questioned  at 
police  headquarters,  stubbornly  re- 
fused to  tell  the  police  why  he  was 
on  that  particular  street  at  that 
particular  time,  less  than  an  hour 
after  the  death  of  the  girl.  The 
very  presence  of  such  a  notorious 
character  in  such  proximity  to  the 
scene  of  a  mysterious  death  was 
sufficient  justification  for  holding 
him.  In  the  man's  pocket  the 
police  found  a  note,  typewritten, 
which  read  as  follows: 


"Call  at  2.45,  the  house.  I  have 
paid  you  enough  already  but 
my  wife  must  not  know." 

"Halifax  Hall"  refused  to  explain 
the  meaning  of  this  note. 

The  police  learned  from  Mrs. 
Poison,  the  widow  living  next  door 
to  the  Glenning  place,  that  the 
poison  victim  had  spent  some  five 
minutes  endeavoring  to  make  a 
sale  and  had  finally  departed,  un- 
successful. Mrs.  Schwartz,  wife  of 
the  inventor  who  occupied  the  next 
house,  was  unable  to  answer  the 
doorbell  at  first,  as  she  was  occu- 
pied at  the  telephone  at  the  time, 
and  said  the  girl  must  have  waited 
three  or  four  minutes  before  the 
door  was  answered. 

It  was  possible  that  the  girl  had 
called  at  the  Waite  residence  as  she 
would  not  know  the  house  was  un- 
occupied. The  blinds  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  house  were  drawn,  but 
Mr.  Waite  said  he  had  returned  to 
the  house  at  noon  that  day  for  some 
papers  from  his  study,  and  had 
raised  the  blind  in  the  window  of 
the  front  room,  forgetting  to  lower 
it  again.  He  had  returned  down- 
town at  about  one  o'clock. 

With  these  facts  to  go  on, 
Inspector  Merton  soon  arrived  at 
a  plausible  theory,  and  later  de- 
velopments, including  a  complete 
statement  from  "Halifax  Hal,"  bore 
him  out. 

(1)  Who  was  responsible  for  the 
girl's  death?     (8  marks). 

(2)  How  was  the  poison  admin- 
istered?    (5  marks). 

(3)  Where?     (2  marks). 

(4)  What  is  your  complete  ver- 
sion of  the  tragedy,  with  par- 
ticular regard  to  the  parts 
played  by  the  girl  and  by 
"Halifax  Hal"?     (5    marks). 

THE    SOLUTION  WILL  BE   FOUND 
ON  PAGE  36 


How  to  Boil  Ostrich  Eggs 

THE  very  mention  of  this  subject  usually  precipi- 
tates a  riot  (See  "Ostrich  Egg  Riots  During  The 
Fiscal  Year  1927-28,"  by  E.  K.  Smiff)  it  being  main- 
tained by  the  left  wing  (not  of  the  ostrich)  that 
ostrich  eggs  are  better  fried  than  boiled.  There  is 
more  than  a  modicum  of  truth  in  this  inasmuch  as  an 
ostrich  egg  when  very  boiled  becomes  extremely  silly 
and  unruly,  insisting  on  telling  stories  about  the 
travelling  salesman  in  the  Pullman  and  wanting  to 
fight  with  everybody. 

An  ostrich  egg  may  be  soft-boiled  in  half  an  hour, 
but  hard  boiling  presents  a  genuine  problem  which 
extends  over  a  period  of  eight  to  nine  hours  (depending 
on  the  temperature  of  the  boiling  water).  The  es- 
tablished system  is  to  take  a  washboiler  full  of  water, 
put  it  over  the  gas  jet,  and  attach  an  alarm  clock  to 
the  jet.  The  clock,  when  correctly  set,  turns  off  the 
gas  and  everything  is  O.K.,  the  water  in  the  boiler 
long  since  having  evaporated.  There  remains  but  to 
remove  the  shell.  For  this  we  recommend  a  good 
durable  hammer.  A  normal  ostrich  egg  will  do  for 
six  people  very  nicely,  and  the  shell  can  be  fed  to  the 
dog  who  will  devour  it  if  sufficiently  egged  on. 

RAY    WEST. 


It's  Herel 

TTRA  la!  for  the  Springtime,  the  bright  merry  Spring- 
time.    (There's    rain    and    there's   sleet,  and  my 
clothes  are  wet  through). 

The  time  for  all  lovers,  the  only  true  ringtime, 
(And  also  for  chills,  rheumatism  and  flu'.) 


Heigh    Ho!  for    the    sunshine,    its    warmth    and    its 

healing, 
(Each  motorist  sprays  me  with  slush  from  the  street.) 
We've  done  with  old  Winter,  his  fate  we  are  sealing, 
(And  I  owe  for  the  fuel  I  purchased  for  heat.) 

Ring  Ting!  here  is  April,  with  grass  and  with  flowers, 
(The  wife  wants  a  new  hat — and  has  two  or  three.) 
There's  joy  just  in  living,  the  whole  Earth  is  ours — 
(And  business  is  rotten,  as  rotten  can  be.) 

Then  Ho!  for  the  wide  road,  all  Nature  is  calling, 

(And  so  are  my  brokers,  they  won't  let  me  rest.) 

I  could  tramp  from  the   dawn  'till    the  night  shades 

are  falling, 
(But  I'm  lying  in  bed  with  a  cold  on  my  chest.) 

ALEXA    FORSYTH. 


"Mary  reads  no  end  of  books." 

"I'm  the  same  Way.     I  get  bored  before  I'm  half  finished. 
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The  Freedom  of  the  Seas 

THE  "I'M  ALONE"  IS  SUNK  200  MILES  OFF  NEW  ORLEANS 
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Signs  of  Spring 


%|  N  incredible  story  is 
*,(  being  told  by  Uke- 
^m  ^A  *e'e  Ike  in  a  "taking 
a^^LSi V-  short"  recently 
'^^^k^  |  shown  in  the  wired 
theatres.  It  seems 
that  two  men  went  into  the  woods 
to  hunt  for  rabbits  but  there 
weren't  any  rabbits  so  they  didn't 
find  any,  but  they  came  upon  about 
thirty  or  forty  hogs  tearing  this 
way  and  that  through  the  woods 
at  about  forty  miles  an  hour.  So 
the  two  men  that  went  into  the 
woods  to  look  for  rabbits  came 
out  of  the  woods  and  when  they 
came  out  of  the  woods  they 
happened  to  come  upon  an  old 
man  sitting  on  a  log. 

"Hello,"  said  one  of  them,  "can 
you  tell  us  what  all  those  thirty  or 
forty  hogs  are  doing  tearing  this 
way  and  that  up  and  down  the 
woods  at  about  forty  miles  an 
hour?" 

"W-w-well,"  said  the  old  man 
who  had  an  impediment  in  his 
speech,  "Them's  m-m-my  hawgs, 
and  I  used  to  have  'em  t-t-trained 
so's  they'd  come  to  me  when  I 
called  'em.  But  then  I  1-1-lost  my 
voice.  S-s-so  then  I  trained  them 
so's  they'd  come  to  me  when  I 
t-t-tapped  on  a  hollow  log." 

The  old  man  sighed  as  he 
explained,  "But  it's  s-s-spring  now 
and  the  woodpeckers  are  drivin' 
'em  c-c-crazy!" 

Expensive  Luxury 
IT    is    reported    that     a    certain 
Winnipeg  gentleman    returning 
home   one  evening   was  presented 
with   his   gas   bill   for   the   current 


month.  Being  annoyed  to 
find  that  the  amount  was  far 
in  excess  of  his  usual  bills,  he 
surveyed  his  family  suspic- 
iously. "Has  anybody  been 
committing  suicide  around 
here?"  he  asked. 

Now  You  Try  One 

AA/E  report  the  latest  fad, 
that  of  naming  apart- 
ments. This  has  been  going  on,  we 
understand,  for  some  time  but  has 
only  of  late  reached  any  great  de- 
gree of  popularity.  The  practice  in 
Toronto  was  stimulated,  no  doubt, 
by  despatches  from  New  York  which 
contained  Dorothy  Parker's  sug- 
gestion for  a  name  for  the  apart- 
ment occupied  by  Alexander  Wool- 
cott,  the  critic,  "Wit's  End". 
"Woolcottage"  and  other  facetious 
suggestions  were  discarded.  The 
subject  is  one  containing  many 
delightful  possibilities.  Perhaps 
the  most  fortuitous  that  has  come 
to  our  ears  to  date  is  the  name  of 
the  suite  of  rooms  occupied  by  one 
of  Toronto's  most  popular  bache- 
lors, a  lad  who  is  seldom  caught 
napping.  He  calls  his  residence  of 
revelry  "Came  the  Dawn." 

Home,  Sweet  Home 

A  NOTHER  great  American 
myth  has  been  exploded  by 
events  following  the  release  of 
President  Coolidge  from  the  chains 
of  office.  Even  Canadians  were 
wont  to  regard  him  as  proof  of 
the  fact  that  it  was  possible  to 
worry  one's  way  through  this  vale 
of    tears    without    insincere    melo- 


drama. Surrounded  by  the  circus 
of  American  politics,  he  was  appar- 
ently in  it  but  not  of  it  like  an 
imitation  fly  in  a  trout's  innards. 
Alas,  how  are  the  mighty  fallen! 
For  years  Mr.  Coolidge  has  been 
exposed  to  an  atmosphere  rife  with 
bad  theatrical  tricks.  It  appears 
that  he  has  come  out  not  un- 
tainted. Mr.  Coolidge  must  be,  to 
say  the  least,  a  fairly  well-to-do 
man.  His  contract  with  the  Cos- 
mopolitan Magazine  alone  is  said 
to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  half 
a  million  dollars.  And  yet  what 
a  great  to-do  there  has  been  over 
the  fact  that  on  leaving  the  White 
House  the  Coolidge  caravan,  replete 
with  umpteen  trunks  and  port- 
manteaux, returns  oh  so  modestly 
to  the  little  semi-detached  frame 
house  for  which  in  the  pre-presiden- 
tial  days  Coolidge  was  reputed  to 
have  paid  $35  per.  It  is  ridiculous 
to  suppose  that  after  the  expansion 
of  the  Coolidge  star  so  modest  a 
domicile  as  the  papers  show  the 
old  homestead  to  be  would  be 
tenable.  We  suspect  that  Mr. 
Coolidge  has  signified  his  freedom 
from  responsibility  by  turning  a 
cute  handspring  over  the  illus- 
trated section  of  his  nation's  press. 
Still,  we  may  be  wrong.  No 
accounts  we  have  read  tell  us  much 
about  the  occupant  of  the  other 
half  of  the  house,  but  perhaps  Mr. 
Coolidge  returned  to  borrow  back 
again  that  lawn  mower  he  loaned 
in  the  summer  of  1923. 


JtcK 


•SO  WHEN  YU  WUZ  ON  YER    OLIDAYS  WHERE  DID  YOU  STOP  AT?" 
•NOTHIN".  DEARIE.  NOTHINI" 
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Movies  as  She  Is  Talked 
WOW  about  talking  pictures,  it's  this 
way.  Even  yet  this  stronghold  of 
conservatism  is  not  completely  con- 
verted. But  whether  we  like  them  or 
whether  we  do  not,  we  are  going  to  get 
them  anyway,  according  to  the  pro- 
ducers, so  that  about  the  only  thing  for 
us  to  do  is  to  take  it  all  in  the  spirit  of 
fun  or  give  them  credit  for  trying  any- 
way. Perhaps  our  dwindling  antipathy 
was  originally  due  to  our  first  talking 
picture.  On  this  occasion  something 
went  wrong  apparently  with  the  oofen- 
poofus  that  guides  the  sound.  It  gave 
the  impression  of  being  derailed  for 
several  minutes  while  the  picture  itself 
went  blissfully  on.  As  this  was  a  sound 
picture  and  not  a  "talkie,"  the  only  ill 
effects  of  the  accident,  outside  of  some 
extraordinary  accompaniments  in  the 
balance  of  the  picture,  was  the  amusing 
interlude  at  the  finish  when  the  sound 
part  of  the  thing  roared  out  the  remaind- 
er of  the  musical  score  while  the  or- 
chestra which  had  come  in  for  an  over- 
ture or  something,  grinned  vengefully. 

Another  thing,  to  our  way  of  hearing 
most  of  the  characters  sound  as  though 
they  had  false  teeth.  Is  it  not  possible 
if  the  producers  selected  a  cast  consisting 
entirely  of  actors  with  false  teeth,  that 
this  effect  would  be  neutralized. 

Perhaps  for  the  patron  who  finds  that 
he  can  no  longer  take  his  movies  sleeping 
some  consolation  may  be  found  in 
spotting  little  difficulties  in  synchroni- 
zation, such  as  the  one  mentioned 
above.  In  the  all-talking  pictures  these 
errors  are  more  delightful.  For  example, 
it  is  reported  that  in  one  epic  a  large  dog 
entered  the  scene  and  solemnly  addressed 
a  few  pointed  remarks  to  a  sailor, whereas 
in  the  showing  of  "Interference,"  a  more 
or  less  conventional  stage  butler,  was 
made  to  remark  to  the  eminent  surgeon, 
Sir  John  Marlay,  "I  have  not  got  the 
letters,  darling." 

Dark  Doings  in  Skunk's  Misery 
\\f  E  have  had  our  agents  working  for 
some  time  upon  this  Orval  Shaw 
case  and  we  are  pleased  now  to  make  a 
report  as  to  the  amazing  results  of  a 
thorough  search  for  the  Hermit  of 
Skunk's  Misery.  As  this  was  the 
biggest  case  our  Investigation  Depart- 
ment had  handled  for  some  time,  you 
may  imagine  that  the  boys  were  all  of 
a  dither  before  setting  out  upon  it,  so 
that  before  going  into  the  findings  we  will 
tell  you  a  little  about  how  we  went 
about  it,  that  is,  if  you  can  wait. 


First  of  all,  the  special  operatives  were 
assembled  in  the  editorial  sanctum  for 
a  brief  chalk-talk  by  Chief  Draper. 
Among  other  things,  the  chief  of  the 
Toronto  Police  Force  explained  his 
system  for  regulating  the  enormous 
flow  of  traffic  which  now  congests  the 
Skunk's  Misery  territory.  Professor 
Corelli,  of  the  Toronto  Ontario  Museum, 
gave  next  a  short  chat  upon  posses  and 
their  habits,  and  many  delightful  mo- 
ments were  spent  while  the  professor 
pictured  the  posses  in  their  native 
haunts. 

"Never  kill  a  posse,"  said  Professor 
Corelli,  "for  who  knows,  it  may  be  a 
fairy." 

Every  man  was  then  given  the 
King's  shilling  and  a  chocolate  bar,  and 
soon  the  heavy  rumbling  of  the  tank 
brigade  told  the  world  that  the  expedi- 
tion was  afoot.  A  slight  halt  was 
called  before  the  City  Hall,  where 
Commander  Bummel  shook  hands  with 
the  mayor,  and  unhesitatingly  endorsed 
four-wheel  brakes,  Sunday  base-ball, 
the  British  Empire  and  Harrigan's 
Vanishing  Cream.  Then,  mounted  upon 
his  prancing  milk-white  steed,  he  led 
the  way  down  the  flag-draped  streets 
amid  the  cheers  of  the  multitudes  and 
the  hum  of  the  giant  motors  of  the 
aeroplanes. 

"God  bless  you,  Captain  Bummel!" 
cried  a  little  tot,  Annie  Ginsberg,  aged 
3,  945a  Pretzel  Street,  Calgary,  Alberta. 
The  iron-jawed  commander  allowed  his 
stern  features  to  relax  for  but  a  moment, 
then  raised  his  sword.  "Allons!"  he 
cried,  "we  must  get  Orval  Shaw  out  of 
Skunk's  Misery  by  Christmas!" 

Now,  just  to  show  you  how  tricky  we 
are,  to  throw  rival  investigating  societies 
off  the  track,  the  procession  did  not  go 
to  Skunk's  Misery  at  all,  but  was 
detoured  through  the  lovely  Evangeline 
country  via  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
stopping  for  lunch  at  Jink's  Rest  Room 
at  Trail,  B.C.  How  is  that  for  local 
references?  Meanwhile,  the  editor  him- 
self, disguised  as  Aimee  Semple  Mac- 
Pherson,  was  doing  a  little  investigating 
on  his  or  her,  depending  whether  or  not 
the  disguise  fooled  you,  own.  And  this 
is  what  we  found.  There  is  no  Orval 
Shaw!  Orval  Shaw,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, is  a  figment  of  the  imagination  of 
a  little  group  of  wilful  school  children 
in  the  vicinity  of  Bolsover  and  Chatham. 
Acting  upon  a  pre-arranged  plan,  these 
naughty  little  boys  and  girls  went  to 
their  parents  and  told  them  about 
seeing   a   bogie   man   stealing   pies   and 
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pastries  cooling  on  kitchen  window- 
sills.  This  imaginary  bogie  man  they 
decided  to  name  Orval  Shaw,  after  the 
Little  Corporal,  who,  after  swaying  the 
course  of  empires,  finally  died  a  tragic 
death  on  the  little  rock-bound  island 
of  St.  Helena,  May  5th,  A.D.  1821. 
Now  you  and  I  have  probably  guessed 
by  this  time  that  the  real  plan  of  these 
young  scamps  was  to  steal  all  the 
"goodies,"  etc.,  for  themselves,  and  to 
place  the  blame  upon  their  legendary 
scape  goat.  Oh,  they  were  smart!  Of 
course,  now  and  then  they  had  to  pinch 
a  pair  of  pants  or  a  live  chicken  or  two, 
just  to  make  things  look  more  convinc- 
ing. But  the  secret  is  out  now  and 
maybe  there  won't  be  some  carpet 
slippers  swung  to-night  in  the  Chatham- 
Wallaceburg  -Bolsover  -Lindsay  -Peter- 
boro  district! 

The  recent  attempt  of  Toronto  news- 
papers to  draw  a  herring  across  the 
trail  of  this  pretty  mess  by  introducing 
another  Orval  Shaw  is  doomed  to 
defeat.  We  have  it  on  good  authority 
that  the  Orval  Shaw  of  Toronto,  whose 
picture  appeared  in  the  Mail  and 
Empire  of  April  6th,  is  actuated  by  the 
very  best  of  motives.  After  a  supposed 
interview  with  the  Toronto  Mr.  Shaw, 
Operative  No.  93Q  is  alleged  to  have 
quoted  this  Mr.  Shaw  as  having  smiled 
tolerantly,  saying,  "I  did  it  for  the 
kiddies."  Then,  with  a  mischievous 
twinkle  in  his  eye,  "I  was  a  boy  myself 
once,  you  know." 

Which  just  about  clears  up  the  matter 
and  we  don't  want  to  hear  another 
word  about  it. 

Brat 

A  NENT  the  talking  pictures,  we  are 
reminded  of  an  incident  concerning 
a  precocious  little  girl  of  our  acquain- 
tance— perhaps  even  a  saucy  one.  The 
child  had  been  brought  in  off  the  back 
fence  by  her  mother,  washed  and  put 
into  a  clean  dress  to  be  introduced  to 
some  particularly  gushing  visitors.  She 
was  pushed  into  the  drawing-room  to  be 
met  with  a  salvo  of  coos,  goos  and 
gurgles. 

"Well,  well,  well,"  chanted  an  elderly 
spinster,  pawing  the  unwilling  guest  of 
honour,  "and  is  this  little  Ermintrude?" 

"Yah,"  replied  Ermintrude,  "with 
sound." 

S'prise 

IT  is  surprising  and  painful  to  note  that 

guile   flourishes   even   in     the   balmy 

clime  of  Vancouver.    A  young  and  well- 


known  couple  very  recently  married, 
were  surprised  to  find  among  belated 
wedding  presents  a  pair  of  theatre 
tickets,  calling  for  excellent  seats.  In 
the  envelope  which  arrived  at  their 
newly-furnished  flat  were  the  words 
"Guess  who  sent  these."  Somewhat 
puzzled  at  the  strange  wedding  present, 
the  bride  and  groom  decided  that  by 
taking  advantage  of  the  tickets  they 
might  learn  more  about  the  anonymous 
donor.  Events  proved  that  they  were 
right,  for  on  returning  to  their  apart- 
ment after  the  theatre  they  were  taken 
somewhat  aback  by  the  discovery  that 
during  their  absence  all  their  furniture, 
silverware,  jewellry,  etc.,  had  been 
removed  in  a  thoroughly  efficient  manner 
The  rooms  were  completely  empty  save 
for  a  little  note  pinned  just  inside  the 
door,  bearing  the  legend,  "Now  you 
know." 

The  Age  of  Speed 

IT  is  related  that  a  deputation  consist- 
ing of  three  aldermen  from  a  French 
city  were  conducted  across  Canada  by 
a  fourth  Frenchman,  now  a  native  of 
the  Dominion,  for  the  purpose  of  study- 
ing civic  government  in  British  North 
America.  After  visiting  a  half-a-dozen 
cities,  one  of  the  visitors  politely  asked 
his  guide.  "Why  is  it  that  these  estim- 
able gentlemen  find  it  necessary  to  talk 
all  at  the  same  time?" 

To  which  their  escort  replied,  "Be- 
cause the  business  to  be  conducted  in 
these  great  cities  of  Canada  is  of  such 
enormous  volume  that  should  they  all 
wait  upon  each  other  to  finish,  their 
sessions  would  never  end." 

Criticism  of  a  Sort 

^  PATHETIC  and  touching  little 
incident  concerns  the  plight  of  a 
debutante  of  our  acquaintance  who  con- 
fesses that  her  attempts  to  arouse  in- 
terest in  the  male  of  her  choice  have  so 
far  been  unavailing.  While  visiting  a 
friend  in  New  York,  the  young  lady 
was  diligent  in  her  letter  writing  to  the 
indifferent  youth.  Her  American  friend 
was  a  sympathetic  confidante  and  used 
frequently  to  post  letters  to  the  frigid 
Northerner. 

"But  what,"  she  asked,  after  ob- 
serving a  week  of  furious  scrivening, 
"what  does  'Esq.'  on  the  envelope  after 
his  name  stand  for?" 

"Esquimau,"  was  the  reply. 

—JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUGALL. 
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Clothes  and  the  Man 

"Why  darling,  that's  the  loveliest  hat  I've  ever 
seen  you  wear.  The  little  decoration  on  the  front  is 
just  right  and  the  tilt  of  the  brim  sets  your  face  off 
wonderfully.  I'm  sure  that  Mrs.  Morrell  will  be 
green  with  envy  when  she  sees  you  in  it.  And  that 
sweet  little  frock!  So  parisian!  So  chic!  So  sen- 
sible! I'm  positively  delighted  to  see  you  in  your 
new  outfit.  You're  simply  ravishing.  Come  here 
this  instant  while  I  kiss  you."     SMACK!     "There!" 

The  speaker  is  any  husband  and  the  words  are 
what  his  wife  would  like  to  have  him  say  when  she 
appears  at  the  door  of  the  cottage  any  evening  at 
5.30.  There  she  stands,  conscious  of  her  finery,  on 
the  threshold  of  her  home,  ready  for  praise  and 
admiration. 

You've  heard  what  she'd  like  to  hear.  Now 
listen  to  what  she  does  hear: 

"Hello,  darling  (SMACK) — supper  ready?" 

— ARTHUR    L.  LIPPMAN. 

*  *  * 

Desire — With  Reservations 

I  think  that  I  should  like  to  be  a  sailor; 

They  say  a  sailor's  life  is  full  of  sport; 
He  visits  many,  many  foreign  countries 

And  has  a  different  girl  in  every  port. 
They're  all  so  far  apart  that  there's  no  danger 

Of  being  caught  with  Jane  or  Marjorie; 
I  think  that  I  should  like  to  be  a  sailor — 

If  a  sailor  didn't  have  to  go  to  sea. 


MR.  CLIMBER:  'WHY  APPLAUD  MY  PREDICAMENT.  MADAM?"- 
MISS  DUMBLY:  "WELL.  YOU   ASKED   SOMEONE  TO  GIVE   YOU 
A  HAND.  DIDN'T  YOU? " 


The  Distilleries  Get  Really  Organized 

"Grab  for  a  Whiskey  Instead  of  a  Fattening  Soda" 

QSCAR  WHIZZEM,  famous  big  league  pitcher, 
says:  "Have  a  highball;  shun  a  soda.  That's 
my  slogan  at  all  times.  Throughout  most  of  the  year 
I  have  to  be  in  A-l  condition  and  cannot  afford  to 
consume  sodas, milk  shakes  and  other  soft  drinks  which 
add  to  the  weight  and  shorten  the  wind.  And  so,  I 
stick  to  scotch  and  rye.  They  prevent  the  heart  from 
beating  too  slowly.  I  have  taken  as  many  as  eight 
highballs  in  succession  and  gone  out  and  pitched  an 
excellent  ball  game — two  excellent  ball  games,  in  fact. 
And  so  for  that  reason  every  time  I  feel  like  a  cho- 
colate soda — which  is  pretty  often — I  have  a  highball 
instead.     I  cannot  afford  to  take  chances." 

A  reasonable  number  of  soft  drinks  is  recommended 
for  the  diet,  but  authorities  are  overwhelming  in 
stating  that  too  many  are  harmful.  And  so,  for 
moderation's  sake,  we  say:  "Grab  For  a  Whiskey 
Instead  Of  a  Fattening  Soda." 

— p.  c. 


The  Original  Rumble  Seat 
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The  Testimonial  Dinner 

"Hello,  Bill." 

"How  are  you?" 

"Fine." 

"That's  good." 

"Say,  Bill,  I've  been  thinking 
about  your  work  for  the  lodge.  Do 
you  suppose  a  surprise  testimonial 
dinner  might  help  you  to  get  the 
nomination  for  corresponding  sec- 
retary?" 

"That's  a  swell  idea.  Mighty 
nice  of  you  to  think  about  it." 

"Don't  mention  it,  old  man.  Of 
course,  you  know  nothing  about  it. 

"Sure.  I'm  to  be  surprised. 
Little  token  of  esteem  from  my 
pals,  eh?" 

"That's  it." 

"Say,  don't  forget  to  invite  Bill 
Hassenlow  and  Chester  Roberts. 
Also  get  the  gang  from  the  office 
here.  Make  'em  chip  in.  And  my 
wife's  brothers.  And  her  two  cou- 
sins. They'll  have  to  pony  up  for 
family  reasons." 

"I'll  line  'em  up,  baby.  Leave 
it  to  me." 

"Sure,  what's  the  good  of  friends 
and  relations  if  they  can't  help?" 

"That's  what  I  say.  Now  to 
get  started  on  this,  Bill,  we'll  need 
about  fifty  dollars  for  preliminary 
expenses.  You  know,  postage, 
printing,  tips,  and  such  things.  I'm 
a  little  short  right  now.  Wonder 
if   you   wouldn't " 

"Delighted,  old  man.  Here,  take 
this." 

"Thanks.  We're  going  to  give 
you  some  party!  Nothing  in  the 
world  as  nice  as  a  spontaneous 
testimonial  dinner  from  one's 
friends." 

"Mighty  white  of  you." 

"Say,  I  think  I'll  need  an  extra 
twenty-five  to  cover  some  an- 
nouncements I  have  in  mind." 

"Here,  take  this  too.  Got  enough 
now?" 

"Okay.  Remember — you  don't 
know  a  thing  about  it." 

"Nope.  I'll  be  overcome.  I 
turn  on  the  water  works  and  bawl 
a  little." 

"That's  it.  So  long,  Bill.  You'll 
have  some  party!" 

"So  long,  old  man.  Thanks  a 
lot." 

"That's  all  right.  Don't  men- 
tion it." 

ARTHUR  L.  LIPPMANN. 


FR  HEAVENS  SAKE  MAI     HERE'S  SOMETHING  AESTHETICS 


The  Early  Start 

"It's  a  boy!"  exclaimed  the 
doctor.  "And  what  are  you  going 
to  call  him?" 

"Percival  Archibald  Reginald," 
said  the  proud  father. 

"That's  an  odd  combination, 
isn't  it?" 

"Yes,  but  I  want  him  to  be  a 
boxer." 

"I  don't  see  the  connection." 

"No?  Well,  think  of  all  the 
practice  he'll  get  when  he  goes  to 
school  with  that  name." 


Quite  Naturally 

Artist — "This  is  my  latest  pic- 
ture, 'Builders  at  Work.'  It's  very 
realistic." 

Friend — "But  they  aren't  at 
work." 

Artist — "I  know.  That's  the 
realism." 


In  Onion  There  is  Strength 

She  was  married  in  Evansville,  Ind.,  to 
Walter  John  Jarrett,  and  to  this  onion'waa 
born  three  children. 

— Cadiz  {Sentinel)  Ohio. 

*        *        * 

Malediction 

\/f  AY  he  who  has  aroused  my  hate 
Go  to  his  end  with  tranquil  gait 
After  long  life  of  easy  days 
Remote  from    blame   or   well-earned 

praise. 
And  let  there  in  his  larder  be 
All  kinds  of  tasty  luxury. 
Let  gentle  servants  wake  him  when 
The  lazy  clock  stands  after  ten. 
Let  liveried  lackey  ope  his  door. 
Let  thick  rugs  lie  upon  his  floor. 
And  never  let  him  eager  know 
Upon  his  face  the  lash  of  snow. 
Oh,  may  he  never  wail  the  morn 
Wrestling  an  angel  yet  unborn; 
So  when  he  dies  on  his  great  bed' 
Let  none  be  there  to  wish  him  dead. 

— STEPHEN    MOON. 
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You  know,  I  sometimes  think  I  made  a  mistake  when  I  bought  that  electric  clock- 


CHE  is  too  lazy.      The  trouble  all 
comes    down    to    the    machine. 
She   lets  it  do   the   work   for   her. 
But  I  must  be  specific. 

1 .  The  electric  and  the  gas 
stove.  Instead  of  getting  up  at* 5 
a.m.  as  the  old-fashioned  girl  did, 
to  chop  the  wood  and  get  the 
kitchen  fire  started,  the  modern 
debutante  lies  in  bed  till  seven  and 
then  merely  has  to  push  a  button 
or  two  to  prepare  her  father's 
breakfast. 

2.  The  sewing  machine.  In  the 
old    days    girls    sewed    things    by 


The  Modern  Girl  Indicted 

hand.  The  modern  flapper  uses 
the  sewing  machine  to  fashion  her 
dresses.  No  wonder  she  is  spoiled, 
and  no  wonder  her  clothes  fail  to 
reflect  her  personality. 

3.  Automatic  washing  machines. 
Our  grandmothers  spent  several 
days  doing  the  wash.  The  1929 
bud  does  it  in  a  few  hours  with 
machines  to  help  her.  Fie  on  such 
laziness! 

4.  The  telephone.  Once  upon  a 
time  young  ladies  used  to  hike 
miles  to  the  market.  Now  they 
use  the  phone.  No  wonder  they 
fail  to  procure  the  best  food  to 
cook. 

5.  The  vacuum  cleaner.  Miss 
1929  is  too  proud  to  get  down  on 
her  knees  and  scrub.  Look  in  the 
fashionable    apartments    in    West- 


mount  and  Rosedale,  and  what  do 
you  see?  This  year's  crop  of 
debutantes  nonchalantly  using  vac- 
uum cleaners.  Pah!  Afraid  to 
use  a  little  elbow  grease! 

6.  Dish-washing  machines.  The 
same  story  again.  Afraid  of  get- 
ting her  hands  red!  And  so  the 
up-to-date  young  hostess  uses  a 
dish-washing  machine  before  she 
goes  out  to  the  theatre. 

7.  The  radio.  The  modern  girl 
hasn't  got  real  taste.  Instead  of 
going  out  to  night  clubs  and 
hearing  jazz  just  as  it  is  played  by 
great  orchestras  she  sits  lazily  at 
home  and  listens  to  reproductions. 

8.  But  I  can't  go  on.  I'm  too 
disgusted. 

PARKE  CUMMINGS. 


"X^ 


it 


"WHAT  S  THE  TROUBLE.  BOYS?" 

"WE  RE  THE  PULMOTOR  SQUAD.  SIR.  EN  ROUTE  TO  MR.  STEAKS  HOME;  THEY  JUST  PHONED  US  HE'S  SMOTHERED  IN  ONIONSI 


Moment  Intime  dans  PAscenseur 

I-IE  had  been  saying,  "Ain't  it  the  darnest  weather?" 
and  I  had  been  agreeing  when  the  light  flashed 
and  the  bell  rang  in  the  car.  The  operator  brought 
his  lift  to  a  neat  stop  level  with  the  27th  floor,  swung 
the  door  back,  stuck  out  his  head  and  broke  off  his 
stereotyped  "Down,  27,"  in  the  middle  to  say 
"Hello!"  There  was  an  element  of  surprise  in  the 
greeting. 

A  young  lady  with  that  business  girl  complexion 
and  rather  thick  ankles  stepped  into  the  car.  The 
operator  let  the  door  slide  to,  leaned  against  his 
handle  and  looked  at  his  new  passenger.  "What's 
the  matter,  outta  gas,  again?"  She  accented  the 
again  as  one  familiar  with  such  a  ruse, 
paid  little  attention  to  this. 

"Goin'  out  to  lunch  oily,  ain't  you? 

"Any  business  of  yours?" 

"Sure!"    There  was  conviction  in  the  word. 
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The  operator 


he  observed. 


'Aw  shut  up 


"She's  my  goil."  This  in  a  stage  whisper  and  with 
a  wink  to  me. 

"Aw  shut  up!"  The  promised  one,  too,  smiled  at 
me.    The  smile  said,  "don't  mind  him." 

"Well,  ain't  you?"  The  operator  put  the  question 
direct. 


'Aw  shut 


up 


She  made  an  annoyed  gesture  with 


The 


"Say, 


her  head,  indicating  my  presence, 
we  goin'  down,  or  ain't  we?" 

Reluctantly  the  operator  started  the  car.  "She 
ain't  always  that  way,  thank  God,"  he  told  me 
confidentially,  for  her  benefit. 

"Aw  shut  up,  will  ya!" 

"You  know  she's  real  nice  sometimes,  almost 
sweet."     I  smiled. 

The  young  lady  under  discussion,  too  smiled  and 
rather  pleased.    She  said,  "Yeah?"  coquettishly. 

Noticing  he  was  descending  too  rapidly  for  his 
purposes  the  operator  stopped  between  floors.  He 
glanced  at  me  questioningly.  I  nodded  sympathy 
with  his  situation. 

"Watcha  goin'  out  to  lunch  so  oily  for?" 


'What's  it  to  you 


y 


"You  know!     Goin'  to  Woolaworth's  'susual?" 

"Don't  you  wish  you  knew?"    This  coyly. 

"Say,  listen,  if  you  think  you  can  two-time  me, 
babe " 

"Aw  shut  up!" 

"Then  why  you  goin'  to  lunch  oily?"  The  operator 
started  the  car  slowly. 

"The  boss  is  goin'  outta  town  'safternoon  an'  I 
gotta  be  back  oily  to  take  some  letters.     See  now? 


H 


appy^ 


Thei 


was    surprise    in 


this 


"Oh,    yeah?" 
pleasure. 

"Yeah!"      Said    with    casualness    that    veiled    en- 
thusiasm. 

"You  know  when  my  afternoon  relief  comes?" 

"Yeah."     An  affirmative. 

"Well?" 

"Well  what?"  Feigned  ignorance. 

"Okay?" 

"Okay!!"  The  car  shot  down.  The  girl  stepped  out. 


"/  didn't  see  you  at  the  affair  at  Bob's  fraternity 
last  night." 

"No,  Bob  was  broke  so  we  sat  out  the  dances  at  my 
house." 

*        *        * 

"  'Slong  till  later,"  called  the  operator.  She  didn't 
respond. 

"Thanks,"  he  said  to  me.   "You  won't  say  nothing?" 
"Okay,"  I  said.  —  carroll  carroll. 


"Humph,  seems  to  me  men  are  getting  crazier  with 
their  clothes  than  the  women." 
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"JEEVES.  RUN  DOWN  TO.VTHE  NEWSSTAND  AND  CET  ME  SOMETHING  TO  READ.' 
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High  Cash   Clothes 


19 


IMAGINE  my  surprise  to  wake 
from  a  sound  sleep  and  find 
Marge  hanging  out  of  the  win- 
dow. I  had  to  do  some  pretty  fast 
thinking. 

Immediately  I  called  her  atten- 
tion to  the  fact  that  she  was  hang- 
ing out  of  the  window;  pointing 
out  that  we  were  living  in  a  neigh- 
borhood where  the  more  refined 
and  retiring  of  the  young  brides  did 
not  make  themselves  conspicuous 
in  such  a  way. 

"I'm  looking  for  an  old  clothes 
man  with  a  derby,"  she  told  me, 
without  coming  in. 

"Why"  is  usually  a  stunning 
comeback  to  all  statements.  It 
generally  leaves  the  stater  in  some- 
thing that  amounts  to  mental  rout. 
Nothing  could  rout  Marge  men- 
tally. 

"It's  about  that  old  blue  suit. 
Don't  you  remember.  You  told 
me,  if  I  could  sell  it  for  more  than 
fifty  cents,  I  could  sell  it." 

"You  mean  that  old  blue  suit  I 
bought  the  time  it  rained  and  we 
broke  down  in  Port  Credit  with 
our  bags  in  Buffalo?" 

"Mmmmmmmmmmm." 

"Then  you  mean  the  one  through 
the  seat  of  which  the  wearer  is 
plainly  visible?" 

"That  one." 

"You're  crazy  to  try  and  sell  it. 
I  was  only  fooling.  Give  up  this 
madcap  project,  settle  down  and 
toast  me  some  bread  for  break- 
fast." 

"Not  until  I've  found  a  satisfac- 
tory old  clothes  man." 

"Must  he  have  references  to  buy 
that  old  suit?" 

"No.     A  derby." 

Again  "why"  suggested  itself  as 
a  poser  but  wasn't. 

"If  he  has  a  derby,"  explained 
the  little  business  woman,  "it 
means  he's  prosperous.  One  just 
went  by  with  a  cap.  I  wouldn't 
have  him.  Obviously  in  no  posi- 
tion to  meet  my  price." 

"A  derby  would  seem  to  indicate 
he'd  just  invested  in  a  new  hat,  or 
an  old  hat,  and  didn't  have  much 
left;  but  have  your  own  psychology. 
What's  your  price?" 


"Five  dollars." 

"I  will  toast  my  own  bread  and 
you  may  see  for  yourself  what 
comes  of  such  nonsense."  Stalk- 
ing into  the  breakfast  ingle  I  was 
soon  laughing  merrily  over  my 
"Globe,"  as  the  toast  burned 
cheerily  at  my  elbow. 

The  sound  of  the  bell  and 
Marge's  heels  tapping  hurriedly  on 
the  parquet  brought  me  back  to 
the  workaday  world  of  seatless 
suits  and  busy  brides. 

The  door  opened.  "Sooooh — ?" 
From  the  rising  inflection  I  knew 
that  Marge  had  got  her  man.  Al- 
though I  could  not  see  him,  hidden 
as  I  was  in  the  breakfast  ingle,  I 
felt  convinced  he  had  a  derby  from 
the  very  suaveness  of  his,  "What'll 
you  gonna  sell?" 

There  was  a  long  moment  of  sil- 
ence. I  pictured  a  derbied  head 
peering  anxiously  through  the  worn 
part  of  the  trousers.  At  length  I 
heard,  "Fifty  cents." 

"I'd  rather  give  it  to  charity," 
said  Marge  with  finality. 

"Listen,  lady,"  moaned  the 
clothier  with  an  oily  tonal  inflec- 
tion, "Do  you  mean  business?" 

"Do  you  think  I  asked  you  up 
here  for  fun?" 

"So  how  should  /  know?  I  been 
asked  up  for  different  reasons. 
Business  is  business.  So  if  you 
mean  business  I'll  gonna  offer  you 
seventy-five  cents.  Not  a  penny 
more!" 


"I'd  rather  give  it  to  charity," 
repeated  Marge,  sticking  to  her 
guns. 

"So  you  don't  mean  business." 
I  peeped  over  the  ingle  in  time  to 
see  the  old  blue  suit  go  crashing  to 
the  floor  as  the  gentleman  in  the 
derby  threw  it  down  with  disgust 
and  turned  toward  the  door. 

"Of  course  I  mean  business," 
insisted  Marge. 

"I  should  bargain  for  a  suit  like 
this,"  he  said;  turned,  picked  up 
the  suit  once  more  and  examined  it 
as  I  slipped  back  out  of  sight.  "A 
dollar,  and  I  should  drop  down 
dead  in  my  tracks  if  I  give  you 
any  more." 

"Don't  you  feel  well?"  asked 
Marge. 

"I  must  be  sick  to  offering  a 
dollar  for  this." 

"A  dollar?  Don't  be  absurd," 
ridiculed  the  head  of  my  clothing 
department  to  the  accompaniment 
of  one  of  her  shallow  laughs  that, 
as  a  matter  of  history,  can  make 
anyone  feel  like  an  idiot. 

This  method;  the  laughs,  throw- 
ing the  suit  down  and  picking  it  up 
again,  gradually  boosted  the  price 
to  $4.00.  "I  couldn'  give  a  penny 
more.      I  ain't  working  Monday." 

"Jewish  holiday,  huh?" 

"Yahooda?"  asked  the  man, 
looking  shrewdly  at  Marge. 

She  hung  her  head  and  main- 
tained a  discreet  silence.  The 
man    washed    his    hands    with    in- 
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visible  soap  and  said,  "So  I  don't 
work  Monday  and  the  seats  got  a 
hole  in  the  pants,  so  here's  your 
$4.00.  What  else  you'll  gonna 
sell?" 

"Haven't  anything  else  now. 
Come  around  again  sometime, 
though." 

"So?  I  don't  live  in  this  neigh- 
borhood." 

"That's  a  pity.  There's  a  dandy 
apartment  for  rent  in  this  very 
building.  Cheap,  too.  Three  rooms 
and  a  kitchenette  with " 

"Why  should  I  need  three  rooms? 
I'm  all  alone.  My  wife,  selig,  died 
last  year." 

"Too  bad.  Too  darned  bad. 
But  buck  up,  old  man!  Into  every 
life  some  trouble  must  come.  You 
come  around  to-morrow  evening 
anyway.  I'll  have  some  more 
stuff  for  you." 

Seated  behind  the  ingle,  silently 
suffering,  I  had  a  vision  of  my  new 
Tuxedo  going.  My  old  knickers. 
That  new  sweater  and  my  wind 
breaker. 

"How  much?"     The  man  asked. 

"Make  your  own  price  just  as 
you  did  this  time." 

"No-no.  How  much  stuff 'I  I  you 
gonna  have?" 

"Oh,  loads.  Wagon  loads.  It'll 
make  your  trip  worth  while.  Tell 
you  what.  Come  around  to  din- 
ner and  we'll  talk  turkey." 

"Hokay.  Turkey's  hokay.  But 
no  hem!" 

"About  seven,"  Marge  called, 
and  I  heard  the  door  slam.  She 
came  dancing  into  the  ingle.  "Can 
we  get  a  wagon?" 

"Mortimer's  got  one.  Maybe  I 
can  get  his." 

"Nope.  That's  out.  He  coasts 
with  it  all  day  and  takes  little  girls 
riding,  the  rake.  Besides  he'd  cry 
if  you  took  it  from  him.  Further- 
more, it's  not  nearly  large  enough. 
We've  got  to  have  a  horse." 

"What  about  that  girl  Billy 
Broderick  brought  around  for 
bridge  the  other  night?" 

"Marvellous!  I'll  get  her  and 
ask  her  to  bring  a  big  wagon  with 
her.     So  that's  settled!" 

"Now  what's  the  idea?" 

"Buy  second-hand  clothes  from 
all  the  men  wth  caps.  Sell  them 
to-morrow  to  the  man  with  the 
derby.     Go  into  the  jobbing  busi- 


ness. Old  clothes  trade's  always 
needed  a  middleman.  I  drive  the 
bargains.      You  drive  the  wagon!" 

"And  what'll  be  the  end  of  all 
this?" 

"Big  corporation!  Sell  stock! 
Buy  buildings!  Corner  the  Holly- 
wood second-hand  trade.  Colossal! 
I'll  be  president  and  treasurer  and 
you  can  be  as  many  vice-presidents 
as  you  like." 

"I've  got  to  be  more  than  that." 

"Patience!  Start  small.  Work 
up!  When  we  get  to  be  the  third 
biggest  industry  in  the  country  you 
can  be  czar!" 

"In  the  meantime  do  I  get 
breakfast?" 

"Sure.  Rush  around  to  the 
Royal  Lunch.  I  haven't  time. 
Planning  to  do.  Bring  some  home 
for  me,  too.     There's  a  dear!" 

As  I  rushed  out  of  the  apartment, 
furious,  I  heard  Marge's  uncertain 
soprano  practising  "high  cash 
clothes!"  With  that  voice  she  was 
born  for  the  business! 

CARROLL  CARROLL. 


Don't  Shout;  I  Hear  You 
Perfectly 

TT'S  sweet  of  you  to  tell  me 

That  I  am  all  in  all. 
That  I'm  the  apple 
Of  your  eye, 
That  I'm  the  rainbow 
In  your  sky, 
The  a  la  mode 
Upon  your  pic, 
That  I'm  the  works, 
That  I'm  the  guy 
For  whom  you'd  pass 
The  others  by, 
That  I'm  your  Who, 
Your  Whence,  your  Why, 
For  whom  you'd  laugh, 
For  whom  you'd  cry. 
For  whom  you'd  swear, 
For  whom  you'd  lie. 
For  whom  you'd  live, 
For  whom  you'd  die. 
It's  sweet  of  you  to  tell  me 
That  I  am  all  in  all, 
BUT     WHOSE     ARE     THOSE 

LARGE  OVERSHOES 
I  PASSED  OUT  IN  THE  HALL? 

■ — STEPHEN  MOON, 
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MA  CLE  AN  A  GRAM— 

SpS/82  Points  the  Way  to 

— EXTRA  MONEY! 


MacLeanagrams  arc  becoming  an  institution  in  Canada,  and  rightly  so. 
Tliey  are  rapidly  growing  more  popular  for  many  reasons:  chief  of  which  is 
the  fact  that  the  Rules  contain  no  "jokers"  and  there  are  no  "secondary 
cmalifications"  required. 

MacLeanagrams  are  clean — fascinating— interesting  and  educational.  They 
introduce  the  writers  and  artists  who  so  largely  contribute  to  the  high  literary 
and  artistic  quality  of  MACLEAN'S.  The  Prize-Winners  are  Announced 
with  a  minimum  delay  after  the  Entry-closing  date. 


MACLEAN'S  MAGAZINE,  which  stands  four-square  behind  MacLean- 
agrams, has  grown  up  with  Canada;  has  the  interest  of  Canada  and  Canadians 
at  heart,  and  in  1928  nearly  98  per  cent,  of  its  contents  was  the  product  of 
Canadians  on  subjects  viewed  from  the  National  angle. 
No  home  in  this  Dominion  should  be  without  MACLEAN'S  MAGAZINE 
twice-a-month,  and  this  MacLeanagram  opens  wide  the  Door  of  Opportunity 
to  become  a  regular  subscriber — and  at  the  same  time  Win  Extra  Money 
by  preparing  an  Entry  of  outstanding  Merit. 


$500.00  in  26  CASH  PRIZES 


First  Prize $200.00 

Second  Prize $100.00 

Third  Prize $  50.00 

Fourth  Prize $  25.00 

Fifth  Prize $  15.00 

Sixth  Prize $  10.00 

Twenty  Prizes  of $     5.00 


The  Judges  Are: 

DR.  E.  J.  PRATT,  Professor  of  English,  Victoria 

College,  Toronto  University. 
MISS   PANSY  ATKINS,  well-known  writer  on 

Children's  Topics,  Toronto. 
J.  HERBERT  HODGINS,    special  feature  writer 

and  financial  expert. 


The  Decision 

of  the  Judges  will  be  final  and  absolute,  and  in 
case  of  a  difference  of  opinion.  The  Concise  English 
Dictionary  (Annandale)  will  be  used  as  the  final 
arbiter. 

The  Prize-Winners 
will  be  announced  in   MACLEAN'S   MAGA- 
ZINE as  soon  after  May   1st  as  is  possible. 


r 


For  the  largest  llStS  Of  correct  WOrdS  tO  be     A   DTUITD      1     ITI    17       (whose  illustrations  frequently  enhance  the  pages 
.      .  .-"«.-..«  .        A\  r\     1    ■■  L  J  IX       I   -I  L.P.1       of  MACLEAN  S.     He  was  born  a  Philadelphian 

made  from  the  letters  in  the  name >-  <«^*x  a  hvi\    j-<  j.  x  ■  ji  j     and  after  studying  art  therei  became  a  neWspaper 

assignment  artist  and  journeyed  the  American 
The  fascination  of  MACLEANAGRAMS  is  their  very  simplicity.  The  Rules  are  few  and  simple — even  continent  back  and  forth.  Later,  he  went  to 
helpful.  They  must  be  observed  to  the  letter  as  well  as  in  spirit.  The  Key  Name  is  "Arthur  I  itle."  Rome,  Paris  and  Munich  to  study;  returning  to 
The  object  is  to  list  as  many  correct,  recognized  and  printable  English  words  as  possible,  from  the  letters  do  illustrations  for  the  leading  magazines.  He  is 
in  it,  according  to  the  Rules.  a  well-known  portrait  painter  as  well.) 

Doubtful  words  will  not  disqualify  your  entry,  'though  they  will  be  taken  into  consideration  in  <l 
mining  the  Winners.     Read  Clause  6  of  the  Rules  doubly  carefully. 

List  the  letters  in  the  Key  Name — A/1,  L/2,  U/l,  etc. — -it  will  help  you  by  indicating  how  often  each  may 
appear  in  a  correct  word. 

ONLY  MERIT  WINS— PRIZES  PAID  PROMPTLY 

Entries  must  be  arranged  in  strictly  alphabetical  order,  to  the  last  letter.     Columnar  listing  is  requested.  <:.  | 

Either  hand- or  type-written  lists  are  acceptable  and  eligible.  HH:  ■>* 

We  advise  the  use  of  a  dictionary. 

Each  letter  in  the  KeyName  may  be  used  over  and  over  again  in  different  words.  A  letter  may  be  used 
in  a  correct  word  as  often  as  it  appears  in  the  Key.  The  use  of  a  letter  not  in  "Arthur  Litle"  will  cause 
a  word  to  be  incorrect. 

Look  at  these — "earth,"  "halliard,"  "ire,"  "regret,"  "trait."  It  is  easy  to  pick  out  those  that  are  correct, 
and  see  why  the  others  are  not. 

That's  a  start  for  you— the  rest  of  it  will  prove  conclusively  that  MACLEANAGRAM  SpS/82  POINTS 
THE  WAY  TO  EASY   MONEY. 

ENTRIES  CLOSE  MAY  1st 

Those  mailed  after  that  date,  as  shown  by  the 
postmark,  will  not  be   considered  by    the  Judges. 

le^PHze  :     :  ggS     NO  ENTRANT  BARRED  from 

Third  pnze  $  5o.oo     Winning    Any    Prize    in    This 

Fifuththprpirzieze        :::::::::::::::::!  ?l:88    MacLeanagram  on  Account  of 

Tw^PHzes  of         .  :  . : :         .  1  "Z     Previous  Prizes  Awarded. 
This  Coupon  Must  Accompany  Your  READ  THESE  SIMPLE  RULES  CAREFULLY 

Entry  Properly  Filled  In  I.  Entries  will  not  be  accepted  through  Sales  5.  All   Entries   to    this    MacLeanagram    together 

—  —  —  —  —  — .i^  —  —  —  —  —  ^— <  Representatives     or      without      the      Official  with  the  subscription  payments  must  be  mailed  by 

Marl  eanaeram  Editor                   SdS/82       '  Coupon  from  this  Advertisement.  the  Entrants  at  their  post-offices  not  later  than 

MACLEAN'S  MAGAZINE            Gob.  2.  Anyone  other  than  an  employee  of  MacLean's  6.  In  determining  the  Winners  only  printable  and 

Toronto  2,  Ont.  Magazine  or  The  MacLean  Publishing  Company.  recognized  words  of  the  English  language  will  be 

T    ,^o,-l,    ™„    Fnt™    *~    ,,™,r    Men  Limited,  and  members  of  their  immediate  families.  counted.     Do   not    use   obsolete   or   slang   words. 

I    attach    my    ttltry    to    your    Mac-  .    eligible  to  compete  for  the  prizes  offered.  abbreviations,    contractions,    apostrophes,    plurals 

Leanagram      for     words      made      from       J  combined    forms,  prefixes  or  suffixes  by  themselves 

letters      in      the     name    of     ARTHUR  ,.  Entrants  must  send  with  their  Entry  a  new  ^^   #&?%§£&.  burying 

LITLE.  or  renewal  subscr.ption  for  themselves  or  one  different   meanings,   will  only  be  counted   as  one 

No    Of  words  listed  of  their  family  resident  at  the  same  address  word      Un;ntclijgjble  WOrds  will  be  disqualified  as 

P«r  tWnS'  *?  Vifi  Vpnrl    MAP  or  a  subs"iPt.,°"  secured  from  some  other  we„  as  words  changpd  or  corrected.     Incorrect  or 

1  /a0xt^c  \  ,Ar»?,Jr?                               '  ??rnSn°n,  a"d  P3,d  for.by1Jha,t  oth,er  P"son  °f  doubtful  words  will  not  disqualify  your  Entry,  but 

LEAN  S  MAGAZINE  for  one  year  to  $2.00  for  one  year   to   MacLean  s   Magazine.  wil|    be    t   k        ■   t      account    in   determining    the 

Entrants  paying  for  other  than  their  own  or  Winners 

Name I  their  family's  subscription  will  be  disqualified.  7    Maclean's  Magazine  reserves  the  right  to  dis- 

n                .  A   renewal   of   any   subscription   will   not   be  nualify  any  Entry  for  any  reason  deemed  sufficient 

Occupation '  accepted  oftener  than  once  In  each  calendar  by  it 

year,  in  qualification  of  an  Entry.  g    N^  discussion  can  be  entered   into  by  corres- 

AddreSS I  pondence,      telephone      or     otherwise     regarding 

-T               _                .  4.  The  number  of  words  listed   must  be  totaled,  MacLeanagrams,  and  all  Entrants  are  understood 

fNew  or  Renewal |  shown  on  the  Coupon,  and  the  lists  prepared  in  by  the  fact  of  their  Entry  to  agree  to  accept  as 

strictly  alphabetical  order  to  the  last  letter.  final  the  published  decision. 

Add™'  I      THIS  ADVERTISEMENT  WILL  ONLY  APPEAR  ONCE 
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gcblin  goer 
to  the  moviex 


HAVE   a    letter   here 
from  a  girl,  which    I 
can't      publish      be- 
cause   she    asks    me 
not   to.      It's   funny 
how  some  girls  don't 
want  to  be  published.      I'm  differ- 
ent,  I'll   be  bound!     But  girls  are 
just  retiring.     Always  retiring. 

Well,  anyway,  this  letter  refers 
to  a  dry  point  etching  which  ap- 
peared unexpectedly  in  this  baili- 
wick last  December.  It  says  in 
part:  "Why  do  you  not  feed  that 
little  dog,  Ditto,  of  yours  other 
things  besides  old  carpet  slippers 
because  dogs  eat  other  things?'' 
In  answer  to  this,  would  state: 

There  are  certain  factions,  which 
I  would  rather  not  name  than  call 
Dick  Taylor,  that  are  pulling  all 
sorts  of  wires  to  get  me  hounded, 
as  it  were,  out  of  the  country. 
There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  com- 
plaint about  this  wire-pulling.  It 
wasn't  so  bad  when  they  only 
pulled  telephone  and  trolley  wires, 
but  recently  they  started  pulling 
wire-hairs  and  the  wires  of  an  old 
steel  guitar,  and  that's  the  last 
note. 

Let  me  say  right  here  and  now, 
and  I  promise  never  to  bring  the 
subject  up  again:  I  once  did  feed 
my  dog,  Ditto,  something  else  be- 
sides an  old  carpet  slipper  and  he 
couldn't  sleep  all  night  so  I  have  up 
feeding  him  something  else  besides 
an  old  carper  slipper  and  anyone 
who  has  ever  heard  him  whine  all 
night  will  readily  say  I'm  right. 
Now  go  on  with  the  story. 

THE  latest  picture  starring  Mrs. 
Carroll  (known  to  film  fans  all 
over  the  world,  professionally,  in- 
cluding the  Scandinavian,  as  Greta 
Garbo)  and  John  Gilbert  has  been 
made  from  Michael  Arlen's  riot  of 
a  few  years  ago.  What  I  mean  to 
say  is,  the  movies  have  taken  off 
"The  Green  Hat."  It  is  a  graceful 
gesture.   While  some  strange  things 


w/Hj    Carroll  Carroll 

have  been  done  to  the  story,  such 
as  changing  the  name  to  "A 
Woman  of  Affairs" — this,  appar- 
ently, seeming  less  suggestive  than 
"The  Green  Hat"  to  a  certain  Mr. 
Hays — the  grandeur  which  is  Greta 
and  the  glory  that  is  Garbo  cap- 
tivates the  senses.  I  don't  believe 
I've  carried  on  like  this  since  I 
married  Miss  Garbo  immediately 
after  I  saw  the  film.  Prior  to  that 
she  had  just  been  a  pal. 

Seriously,  "A  Woman  of  Affairs" 
is  worth  seeing  in  spite  of  the  weak- 
ened condition  the  story  is  now  in. 
For  some  vague  reason  all  the  char- 
acter names  have  been  changed. 
Too,  the  phrase  "died  for  purity" 
has  been  coyly  corrected  to  "died 
for  decency."  Decency  to  the 
films  means,  apparently,  the 
strength  of  will  to  keep  from  em- 
bezzling. Mr.  Arlen's  more  medi- 
cal explanation  of  the  young  hus- 


band's leap  for  death  has  been  dis- 
carded for  a  criminal  one. 

John  Gilbert  adds  little  to  the 
occasion.  Lewis  Stone  is  superb. 
And,  as  I  think  has  been  intimated. 
Miss  Garbo,  as  "the  gallant  lady," 
outdoes  her  past  successful  self. 

AGAIN  I  must  protest  against 
the  Jannings  Hollywood  serves 
us.  Let  no  man  say  it  doesn't 
serve  us  trite!  After  "The  Pa- 
triot," what  has  come  to  pose? 
"The  Sins  of  the  Father"!  It 
should  have  been  called  "The  Way 
of  all  Fleshly  Sins  of  the  Father," 
for  this  new  one  is  really  a  quick 
half-soiling  of  the  earlier  film. 
Miss  Sazu  Pitts  gives  her  usual 
brief  but  capable  performance  and 
that's  about  all  I  can  think  of  good 
about  the  work. 

No,  wait!  I  can  think  of 
something  else  good  about  the 
work.  I  can  think  of  Ruth  Chat- 
terton.  I  can  think  she  is  a  grand 
movie  actress,  an  asset  to  the 
screen.  In  "Sins  of  the  Father" 
she  is  seen  in  a  Baclanova  part 
which  she  plays  to  perfection. 

Then,  again,  there  is  Miss  Chat- 
terton  in  "The  Doctor's  Secret," 
which  is  a  sixty-minute  all-talking 


Weary  Willie:  "I  been  doin    a  lotta  thin\in  ." 
Dusty  Rhoades:  "How  come?" 

Weary  Willie:  "Well,  I  read  slccpin    outdoors  makes  a  person 
beautiful  ..'.." 
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version  of  Sir  Jimmie  Barrie's 
"Half  an  Hour."  It  is  a  "good" 
talking  picture  but  fairly  ruins  Mr. 
Barrie's  right  little  tight  little  play. 
Miss  Chatterton  is  seen  as  the  lady 
whose  honor  is  saved  by  sudden 
death  and  a  doctor's  discretion. 
While  the  audience  I  had  the  op- 
portunity to  watch  showed  every 
evidence  of  loving  the  opus,  it  is 
one  of  those  I  recommend  only  if 
you  are  not  too  finicky  about  what 
is  a  moving  picture.  "The  Doc- 
tor's Secret"  is  not.  It  is  a  drama- 
tically bad  play  in  movie  form. 
That  it  is  dramatically  invalid  is 
no  fault  of  Barrie's.  In  its  proper 
form  it  is  still  a  healthy  little  one- 
act. 

/"100D  for  a  quick  laugh  is  the 
all-talking  film  starring  George 
Bancroft,  entitled  "The  Wolf  of 
Wall  Street."  A  heavy  and  moral 
tract  against  the  speculators  who 
sit  around  and  bite  their  nails  till 
they  can  cook  up  some  scheme  to 
suck-in  the  suckers — you  know, 
lead  the  lambs  to  the  shearing — 
this  must  be  classed  as  an  educa- 
tional film.  It  goes  painstakingly 
into  the  matter  of  bulls  and  bears, 
with  charts  and  things,  so  us  poor 
barbarians  will  know  how  great 
financiers  swindle  us.  Mr.  Ban- 
croft sounds  properly  booming,  and 
Madame  Baclanova's  Russian  ac- 
cent is  a  peach.  So  is  Nancy 
Carroll,  who  has  a  small  part  in  the 
picture,  and,  if  you  must  have  the 
truth,  is  Miss  Garbo's  and  my 
daughter. 

"The  Flying  Feet"  is  one  of  those 
Rover  Boy  stories  about  a  group  of 
lads  who  go  through  Annapolis 
together  and  then  try  to  fly  to 
Honolulu.  It  all  seems  so  silly 
when  they  run  such  nice  big  boats 
there  on  which  you  can  ride  with- 
out any  special  training — just  a 
little  Mothersills.  The  U.S.  Naval 
Aviation  has  placed  a  hand,  how- 
ever,— some  say  it  is  the  Navy's 
answer  to  "Wings,"  which  involved 
the  services  of  the  U.S.  Army  Air 
Corp — a  capable  hand,  on  the  joy 
stick.  Aviators  tell  me  I  am  right 
when  I  say  there  is  some  beautiful 
flying  to  be  seen  in  "The  Flying 
Fleet" — enough  to  warrant  a  visit 
and  make  it  possible  to  ignore  the 
stupidity  of  the  story. 

J^EDSKIN,"     save     for     a    few 
shots    in    technicolor,    of  mag- 
nificent western  vistas,  is  nothing 


but  boredom.  It's  about  how  rot- 
ten the  United  States  treats  the 
ndians.  It  gets  very  sad  about 
the  plight  of  the  redmen.  One 
might  do  something  with  the  red, 
white  and  "blue"  idea,  but  this  one 
won't.  You're  welcome.  Richard 
Dix  is  "in  the  red." 

"At  the  South  Pole,"  the  latest 
snow  and  ice  exploration  film,  re- 
lates the  sad  fate  of  Captain  Scott, 
who  died  after  finding  Amundsen 
had  beaten  him  to  the  south  pole. 
It  is  a  convincing  compilation. 
Before  it  gets  tragic,  there  are  some 
of  the  funniest  shots  I  have  ever 
seen  of  penguins  living  quiet  pen- 
guin home  lives. 

For  review  next  month:  Doug. 
Fairbanks  in  "The  Iron  Mask," 
"Broadway  Melody,"  "Lady  of  the 
Pavements,"  "Wolf  Song"  and  a 
chorus  of  30 — count  'em — thirty 
beautiful  girls.  Reserve  your  copy 
of  "Goblin  Goes  to  the  Movies" 
now!  A  whole  magazine  given  free 
with  each  issue. 

And  Briefly 

"Captain  Lash" — Victor  Mac- 
Laglen  in  a  film  rather  hairy,  aping 
"The  Hairy  Ape." 

"Ned  McCobb's  Daughter" — Irene 
Rich  miscast  in  Sydney  Howard's 
play  which  Was  a  New  England 
character  study  but  is  now  a  moving 
picture  melodrama,  and  as  that,  not 
bad. 

"The  Ghost  Talks" — Routine 
haunted  house  stuff  made  from  the 
stage  play  "Badges."    Not  very  good. 

"Strange  Cargo" — Routine  mur- 
der mystery  stuff  with  fourteen  sus- 
pects aboard  a  yacht.  Not  very  good 
and    featuring    the     world's     worst 

synchronization. 

*  *        * 

Labor  Problem 

Applicant — "And  if  I  take  the 
job  am  I  to  get  a  raise  in  salary 
every  year?" 

Employer — "Yes,  provided,  of 
course,  that  your  work  is  satis- 
factory." 

Applicant — "Ah!       I     thought 
there  was  a  catch  in  it  somewhere." 

*  *        * 

Warning  to  Young  Men  Who 
Will  Find  Out  Anyway 

TTfOMEN,  if  you  mark  them  well, 

Have  a  sorry  tale  to  tell. 
Gauds  and  glamor,  tears  and  tea; 
I've  found  them  good  enough  for  me. 

STEPHEN    MOON. 


The  Stairway 

To  Your 

New  York 

Home 


J.  HE  broad  and 
inviting  stairway  that 
greets  your  entrance  to  the 
Belmont  has  welcomed  the 
footsteps  of  many  notables 
who  use  the  Belmont  as 
their  New  York  Home. 

The  location  is  unsur- 
passed, being  opposite  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal, 
and  within  easy  walking 
distance  of  the  business, 
shopping  and  theatre  dis- 
tricts of  New  York. 

At  the  Belmont  you  will 
learn  the  real  meaning  of 
personal  service,  which  has 
made  it  the  favorite  hotel 
of  so  many. 


ROY  S.  HUBBELL 
Manager 

The  Belmont 


Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 
New  York  City 

A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 
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THE    AFTERMATH 

By  The  Right  Hon. 
Winston  S.  Churchill 
"This  is  a  great  book.  It 
should  be  read  bv  all  who 
take  an  interest  in  contem- 
porary politics.  The  Spec- 
tator is  glad  to  salute  one 
who  in  this  20th  century 
has  given  such  abundant 
proof  of  authentic  genius." 


IT  NEEDS  TO  BE  SAID 

y  Frederick  Philip  Grove 
Independence  of  mind  is 
strongly  marked  in  this  book 
of  eight  undelivered  lectures 
by  the  author  of  "Our  Daily 
Bread."  Not  for  "high-brows* 
only  but  an  interesting,  stim- 
ulating volume  for  everyone. 


M 


ORLEY  CALLAG- 
HAN'S  new  book 
A  Native  Argosy 
(Macmillan)  lay  on 
the  desk  fresh  from 
the  publishers,  but 
it  was  a  rainy  day  anyway  and 
the  reviewer  had  a  hole  in  the  toe 
of  his  left  sock.  He  turned  over 
the  pages  and  stopped  at  one 
page  that  said  "Contents"  in  big 
black  type.  He  read  over  the 
names  of  the  short  stories  and 
the  two  novelettes  in  the  book 
but  he  didn't  feel  any  better. 
He  felt  bad.  So  he  leaned  back 
in  his  chair  and  put  his  feet  up 
on  his  desk  while  he  tried  to 
think  about  Morley  Callaghan. 
Every  time  he  tried  to  think 
about  Morley  Callaghan  he  re- 
membered the  day  he  went  into 
The  Viking  Library  and  Morley 
allowed  him  to  look  at  a  lot  of 
press  clippings  about  Strange  Fugi- 
tive and  he  had  been  thinking  that 
the  only  romantic  thing  about 
Morley 's  writings  was  the  reviews 
that  the  critics  wrote.  He  had 
been  telling  Morley  all  about  how 
much  he  liked  Strange  Fugitive 
but  Morley  just  sat  on  a  table  and 
said  that  New  York  was  nearer 
to  Toronto  than  London  was. 
It  was  a  kind  of  a  dark  brown 
table.  And  the  reviewer's  feet 
were  wet.  It  seemed  like  it  was 
always  raining  when  he  thought 
of  Morley  Callaghan. 

That  night  the  reviewer's  wife 
wanted  to  go  to  a  theatre  but  he 
said  no  and  started  to  read  the 
stories  in  A  Native  Argosy.  The 
stories  were  not  really  stories  at 
all.  They  were  printed  like  stories 
but  when  you  got  to  reading  them 
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you  found  out  they  were  just 
incidents  in  people's  lives.  The 
reviewer  did  not  like  the  people 
very  much,  but  he  liked  Morley 
Callaghan  and  thought  he  was  a 
great  writer  all  right,  even  if  he 
did  say  everything  in  the  same 
tone  of  voice  like  a  bass  drum. 

It  was  twenty  minutes  after 
twelve  and  he  was  still  reading, 
trying  to  sit  in  the  chair  so  that 
his  big  body  would  be  more  com- 
fortable when  the  phone  rang,  and 
it  was  Harry  asking  him  would  he 
like  to  go  to  a  picnic  to-morrow. 
He  said  "No,  thanks." 

"Why  not?"  Harry  asked. 

"It's  no  use." 

"What  do  you  mean  it's  no  use?" 

"I  mean  it's  no  use  making  any 
plans  to  go  on  a  picnic  to-morrow." 

"What's  the  idea?     Why  not?" 

"Because  it  will  be  raining,"  the 
reviewer  said. 

The  streets  were  all  shiny  in 
front  of  the  weather  man's  house 
and  the  reviewer  stood  on  the 
doorstep  looking  up  and  down  the 
dark  street.  There  weren't  any 
cops  in  sight.  Someone  was  com- 
ing to  the  door.  The  reviewer 
recognized  the  weather  man's 
baffled  face  looking  through  the 
curtains,  so  he  pulled  out  his  gat 
and  gave  him  the  works.  The 
weather  man  made  a  funny  little 
gurgle  as  he  sank  to  the  floor. 
The  lamp  over  the  door  had  a 
broken  bulb  in  it.  The  reviewer 
waited  a  minute  to  make  sure  the 
weather  man  would  not  get  up, 
then  he  blew  his  own  brains  out. 


\A7E  could  go  on  in  the  above 
vein  indefinitely,  were  it  not 
for  the  fact  that  we  must  turn 
to  consider  a  pretty  little  tale  of 
murder  and  racketeering  entitled 
Love  in  Chicago  (McLeod).  The 
very  young  author,  Charles  Walt, 
according  to  legend,  arrived  in 
New  York  from  Chicago  with  the 
manuscript  of  his  book  and  five 
dollars.  But  he  got  the  job. 
Love  in  Chicago  is,  in  the  main, 
the  diary  of  a  dangerous  super- 
moron,    living    in    a    world    of    or- 
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ganized  murder  and  ruthless 
cruelty.  Chicago  people  have 
ceased  being  touchy  when  their 
clothing  has  been  playfully  in- 
spected for  bullet  holes.  They 
almost  glory  in  the  malodour 
which  has  been  arising  from  the 
southern  shore  of  Lake  Michigan. 
And  this  diary,  written  so  simply 
that  it  smacks  of  authenticity, 
adds  to  the  ghastly  glamor. 

Much  of  the  writing  is  almost 
amateurish  in  its  eagerness,  and 
the  convention  adopted  by  the 
author  of  having  the  diarist  write 
his  narrative  in  moderately  good 
English  and  at  the  same  time  quote 
his  own  speeches  in  the  argot  of 
the  underworld  is  a  little  disturb- 
ing. He  has,  however,  succeeded 
in  creating  somehow  a  somewhat 
fantastic  picture  of  an  ambitious 
robot  that  is  fascinating  in  its 
horror  and  the  more  shattering  for 
its  little  glimpses  of  humanity. 

/"")UT  of  the  above  you  may  sail 
into  smooth  waters  on  the 
beautiful  English  of  "Elizabeth," 
whose  fifteenth  book,  Expiation 
(Doubleday,  Doran  &  Gundy)  is 
now  on  sale.  Expiation  tells  a 
tragic  story  in  a  manner  of  writing 
so  restrained  and  yet  so  liquid  that 
the  telling  of  it  delights  and 
interests  the  reader  to  a  greater 
degree  than  the  plot. 

THANK  goodness  we  can  now 
refer  more  simply  to  Helene 
Mullins  as  the  authoress  of  Earth- 
bound  and  Other  Poems  (Musson) ! 
It  used  to  be  an  awful  bore  telling 
people  that  she  was  the  poetess 
who  kept  us  busy  buying  up  The 
New  York  World,  The  New  Yorker, 
and  a  dozen  and  a  half  other 
publications  both  in  the  United 
States  and  in  Canada,  lest  we 
should  miss  any  of  the  gems  that 
fell  from  her  pen.  She  is  a  little 
bit  of  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay,  a 
little  bit  of  Dorothy  Parker,  but 
she  manages,  withal,  to  be  mostly 
herself.  And  her  stuff  is  good. 
It  goes  like  this,  for  example: 

Listen  to  an  Old  Man,  Darling 

Listen  to  an  old  man,  darling; 
You  must  take  care, 
You   must  step   more  cautiously. 
There  is  danger  everywhere, 
There  is  tragedy. 

The    hounds    of    Ruin    are    forever 
snarling. 

(CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  32) 


We  win 
S3  times  out  oflOO 

Men  find  this  new  shaving  creation  so  exactly  what  they 
seek,  that  85%  who  try  it  buy  it  regularly  thereafter. 

Make  this  1- Week's  Test— FREE 


Gentlemen:  From  a 
scratch  beginning  a 
few  years  ago,  to  top 
place  in  one  of  the 
highly  competitive 
fields  that  men  know, 
is  the  record  of  Palm- 
olive  Shaving  Cream. 

It  was  a  hard  job. 
Most  of  its  users  had 
to  be  won  away  from 
the  habits  of  years  in  using  rival  preparations. 

That  is  why  we  send  7-day  tubes  for  free 
trial.  85  %  of  those  who  try  this  creation, 
keep  on  using  it.  We  believe  you,  no  matter 
how  firmly  you  hold  to  another  preparation, 
will,  after  a  trial,  adopt  it. 

Will  you  not,  in  fairness  to  us  both,  accept 
a  tube  to  try?  60  years  of  soap  study  stand 
behind  its  creation.  129  formulas  were  devel- 
oped and  discarded  in  perfecting  it.  It  is 
different  in  five  major  ways  from  any  other 
preparation  you  have  ever  used. 

These  5  advantages 

1:  Multiplies  itself  in  lather  250  times. 
2 :  Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 


3  :  Maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  10  min- 
utes on  the  face. 

4:  Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect  for 
cutting. 

5 :  Fine  after-effects  due  to  palm  and  olive 
oil  content. 

Just  send  the  coupon 

Your  present  method  may  suit  you  well. 
But  still  there  may  be  a  better  way.  This  test 
may  mean  much  to  you  in  comfort.  Send 
the  coupon  before  you  forget. 


7  SHAVES  FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 
Simply  insert  vour  name  and  address  and  mail 
toDept.  P-1105 
Palmolive,  Toronto,  8. 
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Well,  strike  me  pink  if  the  girls  won't  be  takin'  me  fer  Adolphe  Menjou  wif  this  new  BROCK! 
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"Was  papa  angry  when  you  said 
you  could  not  sleep  at  nights  for  love 
of  me?" 

"No,  he  offered  me  a  job  as  night 
watchman  in  his  factory." 

— Der  Lustige  Sachse,  Leipzig. 

*  *        * 

Right! 

"How's  that  new  revue?  Would 
it  be  all  right  to  take  a  nice  girl  to?" 

"Sure,  it's  a  good  clean  show. 
What  I  mean  is  it's  all  right.  That 
is,  not  too  dirty.  Well,  what  do 
you  expect  nowadays,  anyway?" 

— Cornell  Widow. 

*  *        * 

Oversight 

Travellers  who  return  from 
Europe  and  are  prompted  to  rave 
over  sights  and  scenes  that  escaped 
their  attention  are  earnestly  urged 
to  take  a  leaf  from  the  guide  book 
of  James  J.  Walker,  mayor  of  New 
York. 

On  his  vacation  abroad  last  year, 
having  journeyed  from  Paris  to 
Rome,  he  was  asked  what  he 
thought  of  the  Alps. 

"I  didn't  notice  them,"  Jimmy 
is  reported  to  have  replied. 

— Panorama. 

*  *        * 

Servant:    The  doctor's  here,  sir. 
Absent-minded   Man:     *  I   can't 
see  him.     Tell  him  I'm  sick. 

— Lafayette  Lyre. 

*  *        * 

E.  T.  G.  reports  the  Scotch 
gangster  in  Chicago  who  is  saving 
his  ammunition  and  waiting  for  the 
flu  epidemic  to  get  his  victims. 

— New  York  Evening  Post. 

Elderly  Man— Well,  little  girl, 
and  what  are  you  going  to  do  when 
you  grow  up  to  be  a  big  woman  like 
your  mother? 

Modern  Child — Diet,  of  course. 
— Answers. 


Maybe  This  Isn't  So  Hot 

Shop  Assistant  (pointing  to  a 
row  of  chicken):  "This  chicken, 
ma'am?" 

Customer:    "No." 

"This  one?" 

"No." 

"This  one?" 

"No." 

"Well,  let  me  know  when  I'm 
getting  warm." 

— Answers. 

*  *        * 

"I've  been  trying  to  think  of  a 
word  for  two  weeks." 

"What  about  fortnight?" 

— Columbia  Jester. 

*  *        * 

Zieg:  "How  do  you  like  bathing 
beauties?" 

Field:  "I  don't  know.  I  never 
bathed  one." 

— Bison. 


Wrist  Watches  FREE 
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Let 
Columbia's 

Two  Black  Crows 

Liven  Up 
Your  Party 

Here  are  some  of 

their  latest  Columbia 

Recordings 

MORAN  and  MACK 

{Two  Black  Crows) 

Elder  Eatmore's  Sermon  on 
Throwing  Stones         50061D 


Two  Black  Crows 

Parts  1  and  2 

935D 

Parts  3  and  4 

1094D 

Parts  5  and  6 

1198D 

Parts  7  and  8 

1350D 

Two  Black  Crows  in  Jail 

Parts  I  and  2  1560D 

Two  Black  Crows  in  Hades 
Parts  1  and  2  1652D 

Our  Child 

(Monologue  by  Mack)    50061 D 

Columbia 

NEW  PROCESS  RECORDS 

COLUMBIA 

PHONOGRAPH  COMPANY 

LIMITED 

TORONTO 


free  speech 

seen   your   alleged   funny-cuts.     Oh,    My 
Dear  Sir!" 

Yours,  more  in  anger  than  in  sorrow, 
Sydney  Heathwood. 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
pub  I  i  shed 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  anon  y- 
mous  letters. 


The  Five  Dollar  Letter 

Walsingham  Hotel, 

Jarvis  St.,  Toronto, 

April  3rd,  1929. 
Dear  Master  Editor, 

When  I  was  a  little  boy,  I  remember 
how  effective  ...  as  an  antidote  for 
juvenile  insomnia  .  .  .  was  that  old  and 
fearsome  prophesy  of  all  impatient 
parents  and  nurse-maids.  But  credulous 
as  I  then  was,  I  am  now  even  more 
certain  that  "The  Goblin  will  GET  you, 
if  you  don't  watch  out!" 

Believe  me,  I'm  watching  out.  Out 
the  window — to  see  that  this,  the  ultimate 
example  of  all  printed  inanity,  has 
safely  disappeared  into  the  gutter  below. 

Oh,  that's  an  unfortunate  title.  Dear 
Master  Editor.  "The  Morons'  Muse" 
or  "The  Half-Wits'  Herald":  surely  these 
would  have  been  more  euphonious,  to 
say  the  least. 

I  notice  that  one  of  your  worthy 
readers,  yclept  Mr.  Tremayne,  objects 
to  your  use  of  the  word  "National"  in 
your  modest  title:  "Canada's  National 
Humorous  Monthly".  .  .  .  Reminds  one 
of  the  famous  slander  case  in  which  an 
auditor  was  alleged  to  have  called  some 
pianist  a  raving  lunatic.  After  hearing 
the  evidence — and  seeing  the  plaintiff — 
the  Trial  Judge  tersely  said  this:  "The 
question  seems  to  be  not  so  much  who 
called  this  musician  a  lunatic;  but  who 
called  this  idiot  a  musician!"  Pardon 
the  anecdote.  But  did  someone  really 
tell  you  people  you  were  funny? 

Your  good  Mr.  Tremayne  courageously 
ventures  the  opinion  that  "The  Goblin 
is  a  good  cross  between  'Judge'  and 
'The  New  Yorker'."  Ah,  ha,  m'boy: 
monkey  business  in  the  Physician's 
Waiting  Room,  what!  Well,  I  don't 
know  which  of  those  two  journals  Mr. 
Tremayne  cites  as  Father,  and  which 
Mother.  But,  reminded  by  some  words 
of  Portia,  I  fear  me  the  female  parent 
must  have  played  false  with  the  doctor's 
patients.  The  psychopathic  cases,  y'know 

I  would  love  to  read  Bernard  Shaw's 
next  work  after  seeing  an  odd  issue  of  ye 
Goblin!  But  in  default  of  that,  I  freely 
offer  you  one  of  his  comments  on  a 
similar  occasion:  "My  Dear  Sir.      I  have 


In  Gentler  Strain 

310  Irving  Rd., 

Victoria,  B.C. 
To  the  Editor, 

Goblin  Magazine, 
Sir: 
We've  had  three  numbers  up  to  date. 

Since  Goblin  first  we  took; 
And  at  its  pages  every  time 
I've  liked  to  take  a  look. 

One  of  the  things  I  think  is  good 

In  Goblin  magazine. 
Is  that  page  which  John  Caslon  writes 

"If  you  know  what  I  mean" — 

When  Goblin  to  the  movies  goes 

I  like  to  hear  about  it. 
And  R.T.L.  on  famous  men 

Is  bright  (but  true?     I  doubt  it!) 

Parke  Cummings  is  often  very  good. 

And  Stephen  Moon  is  funny, 
(Though  do  you  think  a  Goblin  is 

Quite  worth  two  bits  good  money?) 

But  still,  I  like  it  quite  a  lot. 
And  find  it  bores  me  never. 
And  if  you'll  give  these  lines  the  prize, 
I'll  like  it  more  than  ever! 
Yours  truly, 

Anne  Marriott. 

A  Sunshine  Thought  for 
To-day 

Pipestone,  Man. 
To  the  Editor  of  the  Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  subscribed  to  your  paper  for  the  first 
time  this  year  and  I  think  it  is  about  the 
silliest  thing  that  I  ever  read,  the  jokes 
are  all  stale  and  everything  else  in  it 
is  nothing  but  bosh!  I  consider  that  I 
threw  my  money  away  when  I  sent  it 
to  you.  I  do  not  wish  your  paper  any 
harm  but  I  hope  that  it  goes  to  the  hot 
place  after  my  subscription  runs  out 
I  cannot  think  of  anything  else  to  say  to 
express  my  disgust  so  I  will  close  wishing 
you  every  failure,  I  am,  yours  truly, 

Edwin  C.   Kerworth. 

Just  a  Thought 

Apt.  7,  St.  Elvi  Court, 
715  Main  St.  East, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 
Editor,  Free  Speech, 
Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  am  so  angry  with  Mr.  Carroll  Carroll 
that  I  must  have  it  out  with  him,  so  I 
have  decided  to  get  at  him  through  your 
much  abused  "Free  Speech"  columns. 

Do  you  know  I  actually  depended  on 
that  man's  judgments  of  motion  pictures. 
If  he  praised  a  film  I  went  to  see  it. 
If  his  sanction  was  luke-warm,  I  just 
went  if  someone  else  paid  my  way. 
But  those  he  put  the  "kibosh"  on,  I 
avoided  like  the  plague.  jf 

Now  look  what  it  has  brought  upon  me. 
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In  June,  1928,  issue  of  Goblin,  Mr. 
Carroll  put  the  "kibosh"  on  "Street 
Angel"  by  classing  it  as  "stupid,"  so 
I  stayed  away  from  it  for  nearly  a  year 
Last  week  I  just  dropped  into  a  little 
picture  show  and  there  it  was,  and 
without  doubt,  the  second  best  picture 
I  have  ever  seen, — "The  Shopworn 
Angel"  being  best.  These  "Angel"  pic- 
tures evidently  appeal  to  me.  Mr. 
Carroll  didn't  even  mention  the  marvelous 
performance  of  Charles  Farrell.  I'll 
never  forgive  him. 

Now  Mr.  Editor,  I  have  a  business 
proposition  to  make  I  am  sure  Mr. 
Carroll  is  sick  and  tired  of  "going  to 
the  movies."  It  is  getting  to  be  an 
effort  for  him  to  praise  even  the  finest 
pictures.  Why  not  cut  down  expenses 
arid  make  a  great  magazine  even  greater 
by  letting  me  write  that  page  for  Goblin. 
I'd  do  it  absolutely  free  of  charge  if  my 
tickets  were  bought  for  me  to  see  the 
shows,  and  besides  this,  I  would  be 
absolutely  truthful  about  which  films 
made  me  cry  my  heart  out,  which  is  of 
no  small  importance  to  our  feminine 
readers,  and  a  guide  to  the  men  as  to 
which  ones  to  stay  away  from. 

In  anticipation  of  an  early  reply,  I 
remain, 

Yours  sincerely, 
(Mrs.)  Edw.  A.  Townson 


More  Coincidence 

124  Coxwell  Ave., 

Toronto,    Ont. 
Editor, 

Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

"Fancy  Seeing  You  Here!" 

I  think  that  was  one  of  your  most 
original  Goblin  magazine  covers.  It 
seems  it  was  appropriate  for  more  than 
one  family. 

I  saw  by  the  prize  letter  in  January's 
Goblin  that  Dr.  Stork  and  Santa 
Claus  met  at  Iroquois  Falls,  and  left 
a  nine-pound  baby  girl.  I  knew  Santa 
and  the  good  old  Doc.  were  busy  on 
Christmas  morning,  for  they  were  a  day 
late  in  leaving  my  nine-pound  baby  girl. 
And  the  funny  part  of  it  is,  Santa  named 
our  baby  Shirley,  too. 

Shirley    was    too    late    to    wish    you    a 
Merry    Christmas,    but    she    hopes    you 
have  a  very   Prosperous  Year,    1929. 
Yours  truly, 
(Mrs.)  A.  Emerson. 

Slogan 

126 St.  Clarens  Ave., 
Toronto  3,  Ont., 
Feb.  24th.  1929. 
Editor  (Free  Speech  page). 
Goblin, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Talking  about  turkey.  The  feastings — 
and  indigestions — of  the  Christmas  and 
New  Year  season  we're  still  lingering 
in  our  memories  when  we  experienced 
our  first  taste  of  Goblin,  and  another  feast 
— a  feast  of  fun.  Incidentally,  there  is 
a  slogan  for  you — "Goblin — For  a  Feast 
of  Fun." 

We  "carved"  our  Goblin  from  cover  to 
cover  and  voted  it  all  "white  meat  and 
dressing." 

On   the  day  it  arrives  we  have   it   for 

meals. 
And    the    peals    of    laughter    prove    it 
appeals. 

Yours   sincerely, 

P.  J.  Laurin. 
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Snow  Crowned 
Giants  Shoulder 
the  Sky  at 


JASPER 


in  the  Canadian  Rockies 


FIND  new  adventure  in  this  land  of  rugged  mountain 
beauty  .  .  .  with  Jasper  Park  Lodge  as  headquarters. 
Trail  ride  or  motor  to  Angel  Glacier  on  Mt.  Edith  Cavell. 
View  the  cavernous  depths  of  Maligne  Canyon;  the 
grandeur  of  the  wonderful  Ramparts  Range ;  the  sky-blue 
waters  of  Pyramid  Lakes  and  the  majesty  of  towering, 
snow-crested  Pyramid  Mountain. 

Shoot  thrilling  rounds  of  golf  on  the  finest  18-hole  course 
in  the  Canadian  Rockies ;  loosen  up  your  racquet  arm  on 
hard,  fast  tennis  courts  at  Jasper  Lodge. 

Mountain  climbing — up  neighboring  heights  and  back 
between  meals,  or  extended  trips  with  Swiss  guides  to  high 
summits;  conducted  expeditions  to  Mt.  Robson  and  to 
the  Columbia  Ice  Fields. 

Or  relax  and  rest  in  the  comfort  of  your  fully -serviced  log 
villa.  Evenings  of  bridge,  music  and  dancing  at  the 
central  lodge — canoeing  on  Lac  Beauvert — a  delightful 
social  atmosphere  with  visitors  from  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Special  Jasper  Golf  Week— Sept.  7th  to  14th 

For  detailed  information  and  for  reservations 

at  Jasper  Park  Lodge,  consult  the  nearest 

Canadian  National  office. 


CANADIAN  NATIONAL 
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doesn't  doyou  any  good 

if  you're  tired 


At  the  end  of  a  day's  work,  relieve 
nervous  tension  before  eating. 
Wrigley's  will  refresh  and  tone  you 
up— so  that  you're  ready  to  enjoy 
your  food. 

Then,  after  meals,  Wrigley's  helps 
digestion,  cleanses  the  teeth,  removes 
all  traces  of  eating  or  smoking— 
sweetens  the  breath. 

WRIGLEYS 

3  handy 
1 


Bovril 

stimulates 

delicate 

appetites 

29-18  | 

Magnesia  Best  for 
Your  Indigestion 


L  Warns  Against  Doping  Stomach  With 
Artificial  Digestants 


Most  people  who  suffer,  either  occa- 
sionally or  chronically  from  gas,  sour- 
ness and  indigestion,  have  now  discon- 
tinued disagreeable  diets,  patent  foods 
and  the  use  of  harmful  drugs,  stomaoh 
tonics,  medicines  and  artificial  digest- 
ants, and  instead,  follow  the  advice  so 
often  given  in  these  columns,  take  a 
teaspoonful  or  four  tablets  of  Bisurated 
Magnesia  in  a  little  water  after  meals 
with  the  result  that  their  stomach  no 
longer  troubles  them,  they  are  able  to 
eat  as  they  please  and  they  enjoy  muoh 
better  health.  Those  who  use  Bisurated 
Magnesia  never  dread  the  approach  of 
meal  time  because  they  know  this  won- 
derful anti-acid  and  food  corrective, 
which  can  be  obtained  from  any  good 
drug  store,  will  instantly  neutralize  the 
stomach  acidity,  sweeten  the  stomach, 
prevent  food  fermentation,  and  make 
digestion  easy.  Try  this  plan  yourself, 
but  be  oertain  to  get  Bisurated  Magnesia 
especially  prepared  for  the  stomach. 


"Has   your   husband  strength    of 
mind  to  give  up  alcohol?" 
"He  hasn't,  but  I  have." 

— Wahre  Jakob,  Berlin. 

*  *        * 

Determination 

The  Duchess  returned  from  a 
Broadway  vaudeville  show  hurt 
and  despondent.  She  had  sat  in 
the  theatre  two  hours  and  the  only 
thing  that  tickled  her  fancy  was  an 
imitation  of  a  train  leaving  a  rail- 
road station,  rendered  by  a  chinless 
member  of  a  jazz  band. 

"Why  didn't  you  get  up  and  go 
out?"  I  asked  her.  "Why  sit  there 
for  two  hours  and  stagnate?" 

"Well,  for  one  thing,"  said  the 
Duchess,  removing  a  piece  of  coal 
dust  from  her  hot  chocolate,  with 
the  handle  of  her  lorgnette,  "I  was 
sitting  in  the  middle  of  the  row  and 
didn't  want  to  disturb  the  others. 
Another  thing,  I  had  paid  fifty 
cents  for  the  ticket  and  I  wanted  to 
get  my  money's  worth  1" 

— Panorama. 

*  *       * 

Strike  Up  the  Band 

Jack  Buchanan  recently  attended 
a  dinner  of  the  Gallery  of  the  First 
Nighters'  Club,  at  which  he  told 
this  tale  of  Cecil  B.  de  Mille,  the 
Hollywood  producer.  De  Mille,  it 
appears,  understands  to  the  full  the 
value  of  publicity.  One  night, 
when  Buchanan  and  Charlie  Chap- 
lin were  dining  together  in  a  Holly- 
wood restaurant,  a  brass  band  went 
by  in  the  street.  J.  B.  asked  what 
the  occasion  was.  "Oh,  nothing  in 
particular,"  answered  Chaplin  non* 
chalantly.  "Only  de  Mille  going 
out  to  buy  a  packet  of  cigarettes." 
— ///.  Sporting  and  Dramatic  News. 

*  *        * 

Dissatisfied  Clerk — Look  here. 
sir!  I've  been  doing  the  work  of 
three  people  for  some  time  now, 
and  I  want  a  raise. 

Employer — I  canna  gi'e  ye  that, 
mon,  but  if  ye'll  let  me  ha'e  the 
names  of  the  other  two,  I'll  sack 
'em! 

— Humorist. 


HIGH  SCHOOL  BOARDS 

and 
BOARDS  OF  EDUCATION 


Are  authorized  by  law 
to  establish 


Industrial, 

Technical  and 

Art  Schools 


With  the  approval  of  the 
Minister    of    Education. 


T"\AY  and  Evening  Classes  may 
be  conducted   in    accordance 
with  the  regulations  issued  by  the 
Department  of  Education. 


^THEORETICAL  and  Practical 
Instruction  is  given  in  various 
trades.  The  schools  and  classes 
are  under  the  direction  of  an 
Advisory  Committee. 


A  PPLICATION  for  attendance 
should   be  made  to  the  prin- 
cipal of  the  school 


/"COMMERCIAL  Subjects,  Man- 
ual Training,  Household  Science 
and  Agriculture  and  Horticulture 
are  provided  for  in  the  Courses  of 
Study  in  Public,  Separate,  Contin- 
uation and  High  Schools  and  Col- 
legiate Institutes  and  Vocational 
Schools  and  Departments. 


Copies  of  the  Regulations  Issued  by 
the  Ontario  Department  of  Education 
may  be  obtained  from  the  Deputy 
Minister  of  Education. 
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Millennium 

Paternal  voice  from  the  second 
floor:  "Oh,  Eliza!  Is  the  light  on 
down  there?" 

Muffled  reply:  "No,  papa,  we 
turned  it  out." 

"That's  a  good  girl." 

*  *        * 

Elusive 

The  station  master  rushed  out 
of  his  room  after  hearing  a  crash 
on  the  platform.  He  discerned  a 
dishevelled  young  man  sprawled 
out  perfectly  flat  among  a  con- 
fusion of  overturned  milk  cans  and 
the  scattered  contents  of  his  travel- 
ling bag. 

"Was  he  trying  to  catch  the 
train?"  the  station  master  asked 
of  a  small  boy  who  stood  by  admir- 
ing the  scene. 

"He  did  catch  it,"  said  the  boy, 
"but  it  got  away  again." 

— Drexerd. 

*  *        * 

First  Musical  Comedy  Writer — 
Let's  put  a  few  new  gags  in  that 
last  act,  Joe. 

Second  Musical  Comedy  Writer 
— Aw,  can't  we  put  it  off  a  while? 
I  haven't  got  the  last  number  of 
College  Humor  yet. 

— Stanford  Chapparal. 

*  *        * 

Frank:  Is  it  true  you  are  en- 
gaged to  three  other  men  besides 
me? 

Frances:     Why? 

"Well,  I  was  thinking  the  four 
of  us  might  raise  enough  by  club- 
bing together  to  buy  you  an 
engagement  ring."  — Answers. 

*  *       * 

Ah  Yes! 

The  Clerk:  The  new  typist  has 
arrived,  sir. 

The  Boss  (whose  wife  has  paid  a 
surprise  visit  to  the  office):  Ah, 
yes.  Unpack  it  carefully  and  put 
it  on  the  shelf  till  I  come. 

— The  Sketch. 

*  *       * 

Don't  be  Greedy 

Frantic  Voice  (over  phone) :  Give 
me  the  police  department! 

Desk  Sergeant:  Sorry,  lady,  but 
we  can  lend  you  a  cop. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

Oops 

Departing  Guest:  Now,  don't 
trouble  to  see  us  to  the  door. 

Hostess:  Oh,  no  trouble — it's  a 
pleasure! 

— Everybody's   Weekly. 


Facts  About  Tea  series — No.  3. 


Tea-400B.C. 

Apparently  it  was  the  Chinese 
who  discovered  that  a  bever- 
age could  be  made  from  the 
leaves  of  the  tea-plant,  for  a 
Chinese  author  in  the  4th  cen- 
tury B.C.,  writes  of  a  beverage 
that  could  be  produced  by 
steeping  the  leaves  of  the  tea- 
plant  in  hot  water. 

"SALADA" 

TEA 

'Fresh  from  the  gardens'  G 


Always  look  for  the  PURPLE  LABEL 


&JEM(ei?sofel 

m    TDRDNTD    »|| 

JNUTBARj 

jfellevscm  CaMv  Co.% 


Rich  Milk  Chocolate.     £C 
Whole  Roasted  Filberts.    3 


every- 
where 
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A'Book 
that  Should 
be  in  Every 

Home 


an  Em  pir^^gy H^'dy 
Wonder  Book^S h&T 

Business  and  Professional  Men 

— Farmers,  Teachers, 
and   Students   Need   this   Book 
The    King's    English    Dictionary 

More  than  100,000  words,  spelled,  pro- 
nounced, defined.  Legal  and  Commercial 
terms.  Historical  Events.  Atlas  of  the 
World.  Correct  writing  and  speaking.  For- 
eign words  and  phrases. 

Some  Noted  Canadians 
Who  Have  Bought  This  Book 
University  ol  Toronto  Library,  Toronto; 
Deputy  Minister  of  Education,  Parliament 
Bldgs.,  Toronto;  Legislative  Library,  Par- 
liament Bldgs.,  Toronto;  Trinity  College 
Librarv,  Toronto;  D.  Mackay,  Principal, 
High  School,  Alexandria,  Ont.;  Dr.  H.  Mc. 
L.  Paterson,  Rodney,  Ont. 

Costs  Less  Than  3c  a  Day 

1st  Payment  Eight    further    monthly 

w  -a     er\  payments  of  $1.00  com- 

pl.JU  pletes  purchase.  Send  for 

Postal  Note,  it  and  pay  for  it  while 

Post  Office  you, or  your  children, are 

Money  Order  benefitting  from  it. 


BRITISH  BOOKS  LTD., 

338-339  Wilson  Bldgs.,  24 

73  ADELAIDE  ST.  WEST, 
TORONTO,  ONT. 

I  enclose  $1.50,  please  send  me  one  copy 
King's  English  Dictionary.  I  agree  to  pay 
$1.00  per  month  for  8  months  to  complete 
purchase. 


Address.. 
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The  PlainTmth 


Books 

(CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  25) 
The  passionate  die  young. 
Would  I  have  grown  so  old 
If  I'd  let  my  heart  be  wrung. 
If  I'd  searched  the  world  for  gold? 
You  must  not  run. 
Sweet  cakes  you  must  not  cat. 
The  dance-halls  you  must  shun. 
Avoid  the  noisy  street. 
You  must  take  care, 
Spare  yourself  anxiety. 
There  is  danger  everywhere, 
I  warn  you  earnestly. 
The    hounds    of    Ruin    are   forever 
snarling. 
Listen  to  an  old  man,  darling. 

ALDEN    DANIELS. 

Shocking  Procedure 

Prosecuting  Attorney  (to  Judge) : 
"Use  the  word  electrocute  in  a 
sentence." 

— Cajoler. 

*  *        * 

"Hell,"  said  the  devil  when  he 
answered  the  telephone. 

— Mink- 

*  *        * 

He  Got  the  Job 

Proud  Applicant:- —  — "and  here 
is  my  diploma  in  public  speaking." 

Boss:  "Very  well,  go  out  in  the 
other  room  and  address  these 
envelopes." 

— Ranger. 

But  You  May  Get 
the  Frigidaire 

"I've     rung     this     doorbell     for 

hours,  and  my  girl  won't  answer." 

"Make  a  noise  like  an  iceman." 

— Voo  Doo. 

*  *       * 

Oops! 

First  Co-ed:  "How  did  you  like 
the  drug  stores  in  France?" 

Second  Co-ed:  "Awful,  I  went 
to  buy  a  bath  sponge  in  one  once." 

First  Co-ed:    And  then?" 

Second  Co-ed:  "I  got  my 
French  mixed  and  asked  for  a 
sponge  bath  instead." 

— Stone  Mill. 

Impasse 

Neighbour:  "Did  I  bring  your 
lawn  mower  back  last  month?" 

Indignant  Householder:  "No 
you  did  not." 

Neighbour:  "Now,  what'll  I  do, 
I  wanted  to  borrow  it  again." 

— Lyre. 


Goblin 
Labels  Across   the   Border 

In  face  of  the  war  scare  over  the 
"I'm  Alone"  case  we  present  this 
clipping  as  a  counter-blast. 

Reciprocity 

THE  Quebec  Liquor  Commission 
turns  out  to  be  kindly  and 
helpful.  A  gentleman  of  38  Wall 
Street,  being  disquieted  in  the 
matter  of  his  gin,  wrote  the  Com- 
mission, enclosing  a  label  he  had 
soaked  off  a  bottle  which  bore 
what  purported  to  be  the  label  of 
the  Quebec  organization,  together 
with  a  piece  of  the  paper  the  bottle 
had  been  wrapped  in,  and  asked  if 
these  were  genuine.  Promptly,  he 
got  this  letter  in  reply: 
"Dear  Sir: 

"We  are  in  receipt  of  your  letter 
of  29th  instant  and  return  you  the 
label  and  piece  of  wrapping  en- 
closed in  it. 

"Both  are  imitations  I  am  sorry 
to  tell  you  and  very  good  ones. 

"For  your  future  guidance  I 
send  you  a  genuine  label  and  piece 
of  our  wrapping  paper.  You  will 
notice  that  the  water  mark  on 
the  latter  is  very  distinct  on  both 
sides  and  that  one  side  of  the 
paper  is  glossy  and  the  other  dull. 

"By  watching  for  these  two 
points  you  should  be  able  to  tell 
the  good  from  the  bad  in  the  future 
should  the  need  arise  to  do  so. 

"So  far  as  the  label  is  concerned, 
the  printing  on  the  spurious  one 
is  different  and  several  words  which 
appear  on  the  genuine  one  are 
omitted  from  the  other. 

"No  bottle  of  Gin  is  ever  sold 
by  us  which  bears  on  the  label 
'Dry  Gin'  only.  The  name  of  the 
maker  is  always  placed  above  the 
Dry  Gin  with  a  rubber  stamp 
either  Gordons — Burnetts — Coates 
or  whichever  it  may  happen  to  be. 

"Yours  truly, 

(Signed)  T.  S.  C.  Saunders, 
Controller." 

We  think  the  incident  pretty 
interesting,  as  indicating  what  goes 
on  these  days,  and  hope  the  Liquor 
Commission,  as  a  result  of  its 
courtesy,  won't  have  Mrs.  Wille- 
brandt  or  the  bogey  man  after  it. 
*        *        * 

No  Friend  of  His 

Usher  (to  cold,  dignified  lady): 
"Are  you  a  friend  of  the  groom?" 

The  Lady:  No,  indeed!  I  am 
the  bride's  mother." — Traveller. 
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All  Change 

A  gentleman  slipped  on  the  top 
stair  of  the  subway  and  started 
sliding  to  the  bottom.  Half  way 
down,  he  collided  with  a  lady, 
knocking  her  off  her  feet,  and  the 
two  continued  the  journey  to- 
gether. After  they  had  reached 
the  bottom,  the  lady,  still  dazed, 
continued  to  sit  on  the  gentle- 
man's chest.  Looking  up  at  her 
politely,  he  finally  said:  "Madam, 
I'm  sorry,  but  this  is  as  far  as  I 
go." 

— Trumbull  Cheer. 

*  *        * 
Tragedy!  All  Talking 

"My  poor  man,  you  have  seen 
better  days?" 

"Ya,  madam,  I  bane  wan  tarn 
prance  charmang  ta  many  wuman." 

"Oh!     You  were  a  war  hero?" 

"Naw,  I  ban  a  moova  haro 
before  da  vitaphone  cam." 

— Green  Gander- 

*  *        * 

To  the  Rescue! 

Drug  Store  Clerk  (excitedly)1 
"Oh,  sir,  there's  a  Scotchman  out 
there  who  wants  ten  cents'  worth 
of  poison  to  commit  suicide.  How 
can  I  save  him?" 

Boss:  "Tell  him  it  will  cost 
twenty  cents." 

—Lord  Jeff. 

*  *        * 

Let's  Have  Fun 

She:  "Sir,  I  want  you  to  know 
that  I  am  a  lady!" 

He:  "Oh,  awright.  You  be 
that,  and  I'll  try  to  imitate 
Napoleon." 

— Sniper. 

*  *        * 

The  Perky  Sisters  will  now  sing: 
"You're  the  Cream  in  My  Coffee, 
but  I  like  My  Coffee  Black." 

*  *        * 

Stretching  It  A  bit 

Indignant  Mother:     "Rubber!" 

Englishman   (staring   at  homely 

baby  in  fascinated  horror):  "Thank 

Gawd!      I    fawncied    it    might    be 

real!" 

— Yale  Record 

*  *        * 

A  Barnyard  Yoke 

"That  rooster  is  the  cockiest 
thing  I've  ever  seen." 

"Is  that  right?  He  used  to  be  a 
good  egg." 

- — Ohio  Green  Goat. 
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THE 

MODE 

Every  few  years  it  is  dis- 
covered readers  have 
changed  radically  the 
fashions  in  magazines 
and  books.  The  suc- 
cessful magazine  today 
is  one  that  anticipates 
the  modern  reader. 
College  Humor,  you 
will  find,  is  often  a  lit- 
tle impudent,  but  its 
manners  are  perfect. 
It  is  a  colorful,  gay 
record  of  contemporary 
youth,  always  spiked 
with  surprises  and  fre- 
quently touched  with 
tenderness.  You  are 
invited  to  let  it  enter- 
tain you. 
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BLEMISHES     * 

yield  to  its  antiseptic 
action.  Permanent  de- 
fects are  concealed  by  a 
subtile  film  of  adorable 
beauty.  A  pure  skin  of 
exquisite  loveliness  is 
yours  thru  its  use. 

Hade  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 
Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins 4 Son,   Montreal 


GoURAUOS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 


Jht 


MOUNT 
ROYAL 
HOTEL 

cALontreaC 


OVERHEARD 

AT  ELLIN  PRINCE  SPEYER 
HOSPITALj  FOR    ANIMALS 

«gPEYER  HOSPITAL.  .  .  . 
Yes,  this  is  Dr.  Blair  speak- 
ing. .  .  .  Why,  Custard  is  doing 
as  well  as  could  be  expected,  Mrs. 
Jones.  .  .  .*^Yes,  had  a  very  com- 
fortable night.  .  .  .  Some  chopped 
beef,  a  little  spinach,  and  a  bit  of 
milk.  .  .  .  No,  I  won't  allow  her 
to  have  any  fish,  Mrs.  Jones.  .  .  . 
No,  no  fish.  .  .  .  No,  Ma'am,  she's 
not  near  any  dogs.  The  dogs  are 
all  in  a  separate  ward. 
Visiting  hours  are  before  ten  in  the 
morning  and  after  four  in  the 
afternoon.  ...  I  don't  believe 
she's  well  enough  to  play  with  a 
ball  of  yarn,  Mrs.  Jones.  You  can 
bring  a  ball  to-morrow  if  you  wish, 
though."  .     .     . 


Hospital, 


Dr.     Sharp 

didn't   quite 

.     Oh,  yes, 

Oh,  excuse 


"Speye 
speaking.  . 
catch  the  name. 
Mr.  Humphreys, 
me — that's  the  patient's  name — I 
beg  your  pardon.  .  .  .  Oh,  yes, 
Mr.  Hooper— just  a  minute,  I'll 
look  it  up  on  the  night  chart.  .  .  . 
Humphreys  had  a  very  restful 
night  and  his  temperature  is  almost 
normal.  .  .  .  We  don't  take  the 
pulse,  Mr.  Hooper.  .  .  .  Spinach, 
Mr.  Hooper!  .  .  .  Oh,  I  didn't 
know  Humphreys  was  a  horse — I 
thought  he  was  a  wire-haired  fox. 
You  see,  we  have  a  patient  in 
the  receiving  ward  by  the  name  of 
Humphreys — they  must  have  be- 
come confused  on  the  chart.  .  .  . 
Just  a  minute,  now,  I'll  see.  .  .  . 
How  about  Humphreys,  the  horse. 
Miss  Yates?  .  .  .  Hello,  Mr. 
Hooper.  Why,  the  patient  had  a 
very  comfortable  night  and  I 
believe    you    can    come    for    him 
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to-morrow.  ...  He  had  oats  for 
breakfast.  .  .  .  For  lunch?  .  .  . 
What  did  the  patient  have  for  lunch, 
Miss  Yates?  .  .  .  Hello,  Mr. 
Hooper.  .  .  .  Oats.  .  .  .  No,  he 
hasn't  neighed  much.  .  .  .  No, 
he's  not  whinnying  nearly  as  much. 
.    .    .   Goodbye."  .    .    . 

"Speyer  Hospital.  .  .  .  Just  a 
minute,  I'll  call  him.  .  .  .  Hello. 
.  .  .  Yes,  this  is  Dr.  Cary  speak- 
ing. .  .  .  Yes,  Miss  Swann.  .  .  . 
Oh,  yes;  Dicky  Widget  is  much 
better.  His  temperature  is  normal 
and  his  respiration  is  satisfactory. 
.  .  .  The  swinging  perch-1  .  .  . 
I  don't  think  he  can  make  it,  Miss 
Swann — I'm  sorry.  .  .  .  Well, 
you  see,  the  patient  hasn't  any 
feathers  left.  .  .  .  No,  he's 
molting  quite  profusely. 
Why,  yes,  I  guess  we  can  save  you 
a  few  feathers;  but  he'll  get  them 
back  all  right — don't  worry.  .  .  . 
Yes,  he  is,  and  we're  growing  quite 
fond  of  him  here  at  the  hospital. 
We'll  be  sorry  to  have  him  go. 
.  .  .  His  night  nurse?  .  .  .  Who  is 
Dicky  Widget's  night  nurse,  Miss 
Yates?  .  .  .  He's  got  a  Miss 
Reeber.  .  .  .  Yes,  indeed,  she's 
very  fond  of  birds,  Miss  Swann. 
.  .  .  I  believe  the  patient  had  a 
bath  this  morning.  .  .  .  There'd 
be  no  use  of  chirping,  Miss  Swann; 
Dicky  Widget  is  not  near  the 
phone — he's  up  in  the  bird  ward. 
.  .  .  No,  that's  nowhere  near  the 
cat  ward.  .  .  .  No,  he  doesn't 
sing  very  much.  He  probably 
doesn't  feel  like  singing  without 
his  feathers.  .  .  .  Yes,  there's 
plenty  of  fresh  water  in  his  cage. 
.  .  .  Yes,  and  lettuce.  .  .  . 
Oh,  my,  yes — never  for  a  moment 
without  his  cuttlefish." 

— New  Yorker. 

*  *        * 

Undone,  Alas! 

Howit  Hertz:  "Waiter,  waiter, 
there's  a  button  in  my  salad!" 

Waiter:  "Must  have  come  off 
in  the  dressing."  — Froth. 

*  *        * 

Knoxville,  Tenn.  (U.  P.)  —  An 
operation  to  remove  a  seven-inch 
appendage  from  the  lower  end  of 
a  baby's  spine  will  be  performed 
here  this  week.  The  baby,  other- 
wise normal,  is  only  a  few  days 
old.  X-rays  show  that  there  are 
no  bones  in  the  appendage. — The 
Telegram. 

For  the  honour  of  Tennessee. 
— New  Yorker. 
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"/  have  tickets  for  the  theatre." 
"Good,    I   will  start    dressing    at 

once." 

"Do.  dear,  they  are  for  to-morrow 

night."  — //  Travaso,  Rome. 

*  *        * 

Nomme  de  Crime 

Social  Worker:  "And  what's 
your  name,  my  good  man?" 

Convict:   "1313." 

S.  W. :  "Oh,  but  that's  not  your 
real  name?" 

Convict:  "Naw,  that's  only  me 
pen  name."  — Bison. 

The  Younger  Generation 

"I  hope  that's  a  nice  book  for 
you  to  read,  darling,"  said  a 
conscientious  mother  to  her  very 
young  daughter. 

"Oh,  yes,  mummy,  it's  a  lovely 
book,  but  I  don't  think  you  would 
like  it.      It's  so  sad  at   the  end." 

"How  is  it  sad,  dear?" 

"Well,  she  dies,  and  he  has  to 
go  back  to  his  wife." 

— Wampus. 

*  *        * 

Test 

The  caller  was  young  and  quite 
charming. 

"If  you  like,"  said  the  young 
man  at  the  desk,  "I'll  have  your 
poem  submitted  to  the  editor." 

"No,"  she  answered  positively. 
"I'll  read  it  aloud  to  him.  I 
prefer  to  have  the  editor  submitted 
to  the  poem." 

— Boston  Transcript. 

*  *        * 

Dark  Doings 

"Dinah,"  asked  Mrs.  Whistle- 
baum,  "I  looked  all  over  for  you 
to-day.       Where     on     earth     were 


you 


:kbe 


Mi 


'Ah     was     blacKDerrying, 

Whisbum." 

"You  were  blackberrying?" 
"Yessum;    it    was    mah    cousin 

Joe's  funeral." 

— Pointer. 


— but  You  can  have  Hot  Water 
Simply  and  Economically! 


IT'S  cold  water  that  makes  children 
dislike  washing  .  .  .  and  you  can't 
blame  them.  For  their  sake  and  for  your 
own  comfort,  install  a  Hotpoint  Electric 
Water  Heater.  Select  either  the  Immer- 
sion heater  which  provides  a  continuous 
supply  of  hot  water  on  a  flat  rate  charge 
for  current  ...  or  the  Circulation 
type  which  is  controlled  by  a  convenient 

Switch.  HW-4  29 

Hotpoint    outsells    all    other    makes    of    electric 
water  beaters  combined 


ELECTRIC 
WATER  HEATER 


\ 


For  Sale  by  all  Good  Electrical  Dealers 
CANADIAN  GENERAL  ELECTRIC  CO.,  LTD. 


/ 
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Goblin 


Planters 


SaltedPean  uts 

Scotchmen  /   Attention  / 

Planters  Salted  Peanuts  are  known  as 
"The  Nickel  Lunch."  If  a  friend  in- 
vites himself  to  lunch — but  why  ex- 
plain? You  get  the  idea. 
To  All  Who  Get  Hungry:  Planters 
Peanuts  are  the  big  crisp  kind.  De- 
liciously  salted.  Sold  only  in  the 
glassine  bag  with  Mr.  Peanut  on  it. 
Buy  a  bag  every  day. 


Mr.  Peanut 

REGISTERED 


Planters  Nut  &  Chocolate 

COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Toronto,  Canada 


The  Clue  of  the  Thumb 

SOLUTION  TO  THE  MYSTERY  ON  PAGE  8 

was  probable,  as  she  could  not 
know  that  the  house  was  unoccu- 
pied. The  element  of  motive,  how- 
ever, was  totally  lacking  in  the 
girl's  case,  whereas  it  was  glaringly 
apparent  in  the  case  of  "Halifax 
Hal."  Thus  the  Inspector  assumed 
that  the  girl  had  received  the 
poison  intended  for  the  black- 
mailer. Inasmuch  as  Waite  was  a 
married  man,  and  as  his  wife  was 
away  on  vacation,  and  as  he  had 
been  at  the  house  that  very  noon- 
hour,  it  was  obvious  that  he  was 
the  blackmailed  party.  The  door- 
bell theory  coincided  with  the  cir- 
cumstance of  the  mark  on  the 
girl's  thumb,  and  although  the 
needle  had  been  removed  by  the 
time  the  detectives  called  on  Waite 
that  evening,  they  questioned  him 
so  thoroughly  that  he  broke  down 
and  made  a  complete  confession. 
He  had  been  hounded  by  "Halifax 
Hal,"  who  had  discovered  a  secret 
of  his  past  life,  and  had  decided 
that  his  only  freedom  lay  in  the 
death  of  the  blackmailer.  Being 
something  of  an  amateur  chemist, 
he    had    improvised    the    doorbell 


(\\  Ambrose  Waite  was  respon- 
'      sible    for    the    girl's  death. 
(8  marks). 

(2)  The  poison  was  administered 
by  a  hollow  needle  cleverly  fitted 
into  the  push-button  of  an  electric 
doorbell.  Pressure  on  the  button 
brought  the  ball  of  the  victim's 
thumb  against  the  needle,  the 
poison  thereupon  entering  the  sys- 
tem.    (5  marks). 

(3)  The  doorbell  was  at  the 
Waite    residence.     (2  marks). 

(4)  From  the  typewritten  note, 
Inspector  Merton  deduced  that  the 
criminal,  "Halifax  Hal,"  was  in 
the  neighbourhood  for  the  purpose 
of  collecting  blackmail  from  some- 
one, evidently  a  married  man  whose 
wife  would  not  be  at  home  at  2.45 
that  afternoon.  From  the  fact 
that  the  poison  which  caused  the 
girl's  death  took  effect  in  ten  min- 
utes and  from  his  knowledge  that 
she  had  spent  over  eight  minutes 
at  the  Schwartz  and  Poison  houses, 
Inspector  Merton  assumed  that 
the  poison  had  been  administered 
at  the  Waite  residence,  assuming 
that    she    had    called    there.     This 


poison  trap  and  had  sent  the  black- 
mailer a  note  inviting  him  to  call 
at  the  house  at  2.45  that  afternoon. 
The  needle  was  put  in  place  shortly 
before  1  o'clock;  then  Waite  went 
to  his  office.  He  assumed  that 
"Halifax  Hal"  would  call,  ring  the 
bell,  receive  the  poison  dose,  and 
would  finally  depart.  The  poison 
would  not  take  effect  until  he  had 
gone  some  distance.  Thus  Waite's 
alibi  would  be  airtight. 

Waite  was  heartbroken  because 
his  neglect  of  drawing  the  window 
shade  in  the  front  room  had  led  the 
innocent  girl  to  believe  that  the 
house  was  occupied  and  had  lured 
her  to  her  death.  He  was  charged 
with  manslaughter,  pleaded  guilty, 
and  was  sentenced  to  a  term  in 
prison.  "Halifax  Hal"  accom- 
panied him. 

*  *        * 

Quite  Different 

"Ma,  baby  just  dropped  a  penny 

down  the  well!" 

"I'll  give  him  another." 

"Oh,  don't  bother,  he  still  has  it 

in  his  hand." 

— Red  Cat. 

Love,  according  to  the  English 
prof.,  is  composed  of  "he,"  "she" 
and  "it." 

— Green  Griffin. 

*  *        * 

Scotch  Joke 

"They  had  a  sale  on  coffins  this 
week — " 

"How  odd!" 

" — And  a  thousand  Scotchmen 
killed  themselves." 

— Purple  Parrot. 

*  *        * 

Then  there  was  the  timid  gentle- 
man who  preferred  blondes  because 
he  was  afraid  of  the  dark. 

— J  ac\-o'  -Lantern. 


Goblin 

Be  Consistent 

"Papa  says  you  are  a  responsible 
man.      Is  that  right?" 

"Well,  sonny,  I'd  like  to  think 
so." 

"All  right  then.  Just  stand  here 
for  a  few  minutes  and  be  respon- 
sible for  that  broken  window  across 

the  street.     So  long." 

*        *        * 

Junior  Week,  1899:  "Shall  we 
join  the  ladies?" 

The    same,    1929:     "Where    the 
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hell 


s  my  woman 


y 


-Cornell  Widow. 


Scotchman  Again 

The  dinner  party  was  over.  The 
men  had  all  eaten  heartily  and 
expensively.  In  the  corner  of  the 
table  the  lone  Scotchman  strove  to 
make  himself  inconspicuous  when 
the  check  arrived.  Suddenly,  to 
everyone's  complete  surprise,  he 
spoke  up,  "Just  leave  that  check 
for  me.  I'll  take  care  of  it." 
They  obeyed. 

Item  in  next  morning's  news- 
paper— 

Scotchman  Murders 
Ventriloquist 

— C.C.N. Y.  Mercury. 

*  *        * 

Tramp:  '"Elp  me,  lady,  please. 
For  three  years  I  worked  for  the 
cause  of  temperance." 

Lady:  "Were  you  a  temperance 
orator?" 

Tramp:  "No,  I  was  the  'orrible 
example." 

— Annapolis  Log. 

*  *        * 

"Do  you  really  love  me?" 
"Yes." 

"How  much?" 

"Well,  here's  my  check-book. 
You  can  look  over  the  stubs." 

— Texas  Ranger. 

Inside  Dope 

Cop:  "Aren't  you  afraid  to 
leave  your  raccoon  coat  there  in 
the  rumble  seat?" 

Motorist:  "It's  all  right,  officer, 
a  friend  of  mine  is  inside  minding 
it." 

— Judge. 

Cagey  He:  "Have  you  heard  the 
one  about  John  Gilbert  and  Greta 
Garbo  kissing?" 

Innocent  She:    "No." 

C.  H.:  "Well,  you  see,  it  was 
this  way    .     .    . " 

— Jack-o'  -Lantern. 


FREE:    A  week's  better  shaves.  Just  mail  the  coupon  below. 


Small  bubbles  vs. 
big  bubbles 

How  the  former  softens  the  beard 
faster  and  revolutionizes  shaving 

THIS  news  is  spreading  fast:  Colgate  chemists,  time 
has  proved,  have  achieved  a  shaving  cream  of 
unique  superiority.  Its  success  lies  in  the  creation  of 
a  lather  with  small  bubbles. 

A  new  principle  so  easy  to  understand. 

So  easy  to  compare  with 

ordinary  shaving. 

The  minute  you  lather  up  with  Colgate's,  two 
things  happen:  1.  The  soap  in  the  lather  breaks 
up  the  oil  film  that  covers  each  hair.  2.  Billions 
of  tiny  moisture-laden  bubbles  seep  down 
through  your  beard  ....  crowd  around  each 
whisker  ....  soak  it  soft  with  water. 

COLGATE  LATHER      Instantly  your  beard  gets  moist easier  to  cut     ORDINARY  LATHER 

and  pliable  ....  scientifically  softened  right 
down  at  the  base ....  then  your  razor  can  do  its 
be6t  work. 


Colgates lather 
(greatly  magnified) 
showing  moisture 
contact  with  beard 
and  minimum  air. 
A  common -sense 
principle  scientifi- 
cally authenticated 
and  proved  out 
practically  by  mil- 
lions of  men. 


Better  grooming — the  utmost  in  shaving  com- 
fort. A  world  of  critical  men,  after  various 
experiments  with  big-bubble  lathers,  have 
found  that  Colgate's  is  supreme.  You,  too,  will 
agree.  Let  us  help  you  in  deciding — note  our 
offer  below. 


Ordinary,  big- 
bubble  lather 
(greatly  magnified) 
Note  air-filled 
bubbleswhich  can' t 
soften  the  beard 
efficiently.  Only 
water  can  do  the 
job.  Only  small 
bubbles  permit 
sufficient  water. 


%. 


■  5*0'*** 


CREi^J 


COLGATE'S,  Dept.  R-310,  Toronto  8 

Please  send  me,  FREE,  the  seven-day  trial  tube  of  Colgate's  Rapid  Shave  Cream;  also  a 
sample  bottle  of  "Colgate's  Shaving  Lotion." 

38 


Quick  Relief 

fcff    CUTS 


BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Dodd's 

•Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


ANTISEPr|C 
a  HEALING^  tS 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON   BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


MR.  ARCHIE  McKISHNIE 

well  known  as  a  leading  Canadian  author  and  a  well  skilled 
instructor,  is  the  Director  of  our  Short  Story  Writing  Depart- 
ment. He  is  specializing  in  the  work  of  Constructive  Criticism 
of  stories  which  have  not  found  a  ready  market.  Writers  are 
invited  to  correspond  with  him.     Please  address — 

Shaw  Schools,  Dept.  O-l,  Bay-Charles,  Toronto. 


Goblin 
Charmed 

He  was  quite  late  arriving  at  a 
soiree  given  by  a  prominent  belle, 
and  he  immediately  sought  her 
presence  to  apologize,  and  said: 
"I  beg  a  thousand  pardons  for 
coming  so  late." 

"My  dear  sir,"  replied  the  lady 
graciously,  "no  pardons  are  needed. 
You  can  never  come  too  late." 

— C.C.N.  Y.  Mercury. 

*  *        * 

Suspicious 

"Did  you  notice,"  asked  one 
lady  of  another,  "that  Mrs.  'Awk- 
ins  'ad  a  black  eye?" 

'  Did  I  not?"  was  the  answer. 
"And  'er  'usband  not  out  of  prison 
for  another  week.  I  don't  call  it 
respectable,    I   don't." 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat. 

*  *        * 

Where  There's  a  Will  There's  a 
Way 

Mrs.  Astor:  James,  I  told  you 
to  put  these  drinks  in  the  ice-box. 

James:    I  did,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Astor:  Then,  why  aren't 
they  cold? 

James:  The. ice-box  was  crowd- 
ed, ma'am,  and  I  had  to  take  the 
ice  out  to  get  the  drinks  in. 

—Old  Maid. 

*  *        * 

Green  Light  Showing 

"What  do  you  do  when  you  are 
kissed?" 

"I   yell." 

"Would  you  yell  if  I  kissed  you?" 

"I  can't,  I'm  hoarse  from  last 
night."  — Beanpot. 

*  *        * 

Mike:  "Watchagotnapackidge?" 

Ike:  "Sabook." 

Mike:  "Wassanaimuvitt?" 

Ike:  "Sadickshunery,  faulli- 
naims.  Wife's  gonna  getaaplecedog 
anagottanaimferim."  — Frivol. 

*  *        * 

Yoo-hoo 

Jones  rang  the  bell  at  the  new 
doctor's  house.  The  doctor's  wife 
answered  the  ring. 

"You  wish  to  see  the  doctor?" 
she  said.  "Couldn't  you  come 
to-morrow  morning?" 

"Why,"  said  Jones,  "isn't  the 
doctor  in?" 

"Oh,  yes,  he's  in,"  said  the  young 
wife  wistfully,  "but  you're  his  first 
patient,  and  I'd  like  you  to  come  as 
a  surprise  for  him  to-morrow.  You 
see,  it's  his  birthday." 

— Boston  Transcript. 


A  MONUMENT  OF  PROGRESS— the  development  of  civilization  has 
been  marked  by  the  erection  of  its  buildings.  Since  creation  began  history 
shows  that  the  development  of  the  early  countries  was  signified  by  the  erection  of 
a  building  which  outshone  in  architecture  and  beauty  anything  that  was  pre- 
viously constructed.  As  time  proceeded,  the  pioneers  of  progress  built  more 
elaborate  buildings  with  new  styles  of  architecture  and  improvements. 

The  last  2,000  years  have  been  a  repetition  of  the  original  motive,  namely  to 
build  better  and  larger  buildings.  During  the  last  decade,  with  the  onrush  of 
civilization  TIME  has  demanded  that  space  be  centralized,  and  efficiency 
considered. 

To-day  we  have  the  modern  office  building  with  speed  elevators,  including  a 
myriad  of  inventions  hidden  from  view.  These  structures  of  steel,  stone  and 
concrete  stand  as  the  monument  of  progress  to  the  present  generation. 

Canada — young  and  with  possibilities  unlimited,  is  passing  through  a  period  of 
unforeseen  development.     In  the  east  much  has  been  done  during  our  lifetime, 
but  in  the  west  the  great  store  of  natural  resources  still  lies  almost  untouched 
The  City  of  Vancouver  to-day  cries  out  for  the  pioneer  builder.    With 
population   increasing  faster   than   almost   any   city  in   the  world, 
Vancouver  needs  the  builder  and  the  sound  financier. 

G.  A.  Stimson  &  Co.,  Limited,  "The  Oldest  Bond  House  in 
Canada,"  are  responding  to  this  need  in  the  erection  of  the  Marine 
Building  on  the  most  prominent  site  in  Vancouver.  To  seaward 
it  will  be  visible  for  many  miles.  Its  tower  will  stand  200  feet 
into  the  Pacific  Blue.  Its  beauty,  combined  with  its  adaptability 
to  modern  business  requirements,  will  make  it  a  tower  of  strength, 
and  A   MONUMENT  OF  PROGRESS. 


Stimson' s  Canadian  Develop- 
ment Co., Limited,  is  sponsored 
by  Canada's  Oldest  Bond 
House,  G.  A.  Stimson  &  Co., 
Limited,  who  are  acting  as 
brokers  for  the  new  incorpora- 
tion. The  firm  ofG.A.  Stim- 
son &  Co.,  was  incor- 
porated in  1883  and  since 
that  time  has  dealt  conserva- 
tively in  Government  and 
Municipal  Bonds,  Investment 
Trust,  Real  Estate  Securities, 
and  other  High  Grade  Invest- 
ments. 

A   RECORD   IS   BETTER 

THAN  A  PROMISE 
"For  46  years  every  bond  issue 
recommended  and  sold  by 
G.A.  Stimson  &  Co.,  Limited, 
has  paid  interest,  and  prin- 
cipal when  due." 

The  construction  of  the  Mar- 
ine Building  at  Vancouver, 
which  commenced  in  March, 
1929,  marked  the  corner  stone 
to  the  larger  development  of  the 
City.  Recent  statistics  show 
that  Vancouver  is  one  of  the 
fastest  growing  cities  in  the 
world.  While  its  population 
has  increased  77%  in  the  last 
eight  years  its  building  activi- 
ties have  not  kept  pace  with 
the  growth  of  its  population. 
Consequently  the  erection  of 
the  Marine  Building  is  the 
imperative  need  of  the  City. 


"The  Largest  Building  in   Western  Canada" 

THE  MARINE  BUILDING 


STIMSON'S  CANADIAN  DEVELOPMENT  CO. 


LIMITED 

IS^Bay  Street  801  Hastings  Street 

TORONTO  VANCOUVER 

ONT.  B.C. 


<?#. 
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Herbert  Tareyton — in  cigarette  or 
pipe — perfectly  at  home  wherever 
the  better  things  are  truly  appre- 
ciated. 

Cigarettes  in  Cork  Tips  or  Plain — 
just  as  you  prefer. 

Pipe  Tobacco  conveniently  packed 
for  home  or  travel. 


An  Easter  Scene  in  the  MacDonald  Room,  The  Fort 
Garry  Hotel,  Winnipeg,  sketched  for  the  manufacturers  of 
Herbert  Tareyton  Cigarettes  and  Tareyton  Smoking  Mixture. 

THERE'/  /CA4ETHING 
ABOUT  THEM  YOU'LL  LIKE 


